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ADVERTISEMENT 



TO THE READER. 



SB^i^ 



1 H£S£ Dramas^ which are now presented tp 
the Public^ were originally intended by my litp 
belpTed Father^ as a bequest to me^ together 
"With hfs other postbfiniQus works ; but the 
unfortunate circumfitaaces, which clouded the 
Ifitte;' years of his life^ induced him to yield to 
4he opinion of many of bis friends^ who had 
• frequently urged him^ to resort to the publica- 
tion of them by subscription. This mode^ 
however reluctantly^ he at last consented to 
adoptj and it was partially crowned with suc- 
jcess ; some friends being found %wh9 generously 
contributed to the undertaking; and here I must 
aotice with gratitude the JSafl of Lonsdale^ the 
late Right Hon. Spencer Perceval^ Sir Jami^s 
Crritham^ Mr. Rogers^ Mr. Sharpe^ Mr. Wm. 
Xiopg^ Mr. Thomas Greene^ 4^. &c. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 



The work was in preparation^ and intended 
for publication^ in the spring of 1811^ when 
after a sudden and short illness^ death stopt the 
fertile pen of their author^ while he was em- 
ployed in completing the now-unfinished drama 
of Demetrius^ which I have given genuine to 
the Public, conceiving it would prove more 
acceptable> even in its present defective state, 
than had its catastrophe been supplied by 
another; in this opinion, the friends I have 
consulted have coincided, as well as in my wish 
of publishing the Dramas, without any subse- 
quent revisal, or addition from any other hand, 
how capable soever of the task. I have said 
thus much as some excus6 to those friends, who 
I am sensible would readily have offered their 
service, to produce these Dramas in a more 
perfect state. But the feelings of a Daughter, 
wishing to publish the posthumous works of a 
revered Father, in the precise state she found 
them, I flatter myself vdll sulBSciently account 
to delicate minds, for this determination. Find- 
ing .myself totally unable to put Jthe work to the 
press, after the severe and afflictive loss 1 had 
sustained^ I was under the necessity of continu- 
ing the subscription in my own name, to enable 
me to do so ; and I embrace this method of 



ADVERTISEMENT. Ill 

returning my sincere acknowledgments^ to those 
who have favoured this undertaking. It has 
given me real gratification^ to have it at length 
in my power^ to fulfil the intentions and wishes 
of my late beloved Parent^ towards his Sub- 
scribers. Indeed I may truly say to be able to 
do 80^ has shed the brightest beam of comfort 
that has cheered my hearty during the many 
dark hours of severe suffering and aflBiction^ 
which I have experienced^ since it pleased 
Providence to deprive me of his paternal care. 

FRANCES MARIANNE JANSEN. 

Hoiimgi, Jme 1, 1813. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Sextus Tarquinius. 

Lucius Juniu^^ Brutus. 

Titus, his son. 

Collatinus. 

Valerius Poplicola. ^ 

Vitellius. 

Centurion. 

Prafect of the Guard. 

Roman Soldier attending on Tullia. 

Lucretius. 

Tullia, wife of Tarquin. 

Tarquinia, his daughter. 

Priestess of Rhaa. 

The Cunuean Sybil. 

First Temple Virgin of Rhaa. 

Raman People^ Soldiers^ Virgins of Rhaa^ Servants 
of Collatinus^ Senators^ and Ghost of Seroius 
TulluSf late King of Rome. 

SCENE, Rome. 
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SYBIL, 



OR 



THE ELDER BRUTUS. 



ACT I. 

A Sauare before the Palace of Tarquin. A number 
Of ' common people collected together are dUcovered 
upon the drawing up of the curtain. 

First Roman. 

Will any body say to me that he has seen this 
thine? 

2 Rom. What things neighbour, are you speak' 
ing of? 

1 Rom. Marry, sir, a thing to puzde those 
that be wiser than either you or me— A woman — 
if indeed that can be a woman, which every 
foody talks of and nobody hath seen; whose 
prophecies are in every man's n()Outh, yet no 
man is bold enough to say he has heard them^ 
or aver that he believes in them. 
* Rom. If it is the Sybil you are speaking of-^ 
1 Rom. It is the Sybil we^ are speaking of; 
who speaks of any other thing ? 

3 Rom. Then I am he that bath seen heiy and 
these are the ears that have heard Her prophecy. 
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6 THE SYBIL, 

1 Rom. May we belieVe you ? 

S Rom. As you list for that ; but I will rehearse 
to you the manner of it, then judge ye for your- 
^selves. Certain idle fellows of the city, to the 
number of a score or upwards, had collected 
themselves in the square of the Capitol for the 
purpose of making mockery of a poor witless 
ideot, whom vou all know, Lucius Junius by 
name. For this unmanly pastime of theirs, I 
was reproving them somewnat angrily, when lo! 
in a moment there stood before my eyes a female 
figure, tall and comely in person, wild in her 
attire, and of an aspect such as awed me to 
behold. The scoffers fled ; I kept my post and 
silently awaited the event, perceiving she ad- 
dressed herself to speak — " Thou hast well done," 
she cried, "honouring a fool, for, mark my words 
— A fool shall set Rome free." — ^This said, she 
vanished from my sight. 

1 Rom. ril mock no more at Junius for one. 

3 Rom, Nor I, but reverently accost his wor- 
ship as oft as I encounter him. 

4 Rom. This will bring fools in credit with 
the people. 

1 Rom. And humble those that in their self- 
esteem are oracles of wisdom. 

3 Rom. Look, look 1 what comes ? 

i Rom. It is the Sybil; it is she herself !—^ 
Run, run, and save yourselves. How her eyes 
glare ! she's terrible to look at. 

1 Rom. Oh ! that I were fool enough to be ia 
her favour, and not so over-wise as to run away 
from^her! [Exeunt omna. 

The Sybil. 
Awake, ye torturers of the human heart 1 
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OR THE ELDER BRUTIJS. 7 

Start from your iron beds and come on earth. 
Ye furies, that with scorpions sting the soul ! 
I, the Cumsean prophetess, the Sybil, 
Fate*s awful harbinger, invoke your presence. 
The winds, which in my native caves are pent, 
Blow me from the £olian shores to Rome 
O'er the curl'd waves, which my light feet ne'er 

touched. 
This is thy palace, Tarquin ! hither late 
Ibroughtthe mystic volume, which thou, wretch, 
Three times repuls'd and scorn'd the friendly fates. 
The last sun rises on thy bloody house. 
Come night, and this proud palace shall be ashes. 
Did not my warning voice cry out — A fool, 
A fool shall set Rome free ? fiehold, he comes 1 
Brutus, the fool predicted — He shall seize 
The dagger reeking from Lucretia's wound. 
And with that violated matron's blood 
Cement the fabric of immortal Rome. \jExit» 

Scene changes. A state Apartment in the Palace 
of Tarquin. 

TULLIA, aH^SEXTUsTARQUINIUS, 

Tut. Away ! thou'rt mad. 
Sejp. I've privilege for that ; 
•I am in love* 

. Tul. Yes, with thy kinsman's wife : 
Out on thee, wanton ! 

Sex. With the. wife of Jove, 
So she'll put by her cloud and take the form 
Of my Lucretia. 

TuL Thy JLucretia ! thine! 
Is Collatinus dead ? Thus would'st thou sport 
With a chaste matron's fame? 
5m« Is't nothing, then, 



i \ THE SYBIL 

To be the son of Tarqutn, and a prince? 
To have powers, opportunities and means. 
With strong desires to push them on ? Yi Godi^ 
Give reason to mechanics ! I'll be mad. 
Marl as my mother Tullia. 

TuL Peace, reviler ! 
When was I mad? 

Sex. When was you mad, good mother ? 
When with ambition's phrenzy in your soul, 
And all Rome's empire in your view, you drove 
Your chariot wheels o'er your dead father's body 
Up to the shouting Forum. 

TuL 'Twas- the cause, 
The cause, my Sextus ; and for this base clay, 
How differs it from the dull earth we tread on, 
When the life's gone ? 

S^^ Nay, if you talk of cause^ 
Mine is a cause to bring the Gods amongst us : 
Why, Jove, the king of Gods, hath left Olympuir, 
Ana turn'd himself into a grazing beast 
For one not h^lf so fair a^ my Lucretia. 

TuL Into what beast, what reptU^ art thou 
chang'd ? 
Why art t^ou nqt ^t Ard^ ? Why not foremost 
To mount the breach,and shew these sullen nobles, 
Who murmur at our greatness, th^t the race 
Of Tarquins reigns by valor as by might. \Trumpet. 
Hark 1 'tis thy father's trumpet — welcome, sol- 
dier I 

f 

£i?fer VjTELLiui. 

What tidings from our royal lord and husband? 

Vit. Health and a ha}>py greeting -^ Your 
bcave sons, 
Titus and Aruns, are returned from Del^lai. 

TuL Whert are the .pilincei ? 



OR THE ELDER BRUTUS. d 

Fit Ih the casip st Ardea. 
The king determines with tomorrow's sun 
To mount the breach. Tou are expected, Sextns. 

Sejp. Love hath his duties, sir, as well as war. 
Have our wise brothers brought their fool from 
Delphi ? 

Fit. I left him with the pages in the court 
Hustling for drachmas. 

Tul. Whom ? What fool ? 

Fit. A man, 
Who, when he had a name, was Lucius Junius: 
A braver citizen Rome never bdasted, 
And wise and learn'd withal ; now chang'di alasl 
A spectacle which humbles me to look on, 

OiW. Now, by the Gods f I much desire to sec 
him. 
I want a fool, a ready antick thing, 
To run on errands, and to make me sport. 

Tul. What pleasure can such spectacles afford? 

Se*r. Oh, there is much good moral in a fool ; 
Besides, I dreamt of such a thing last night. 
And I will see him. 

I\iL If thou wilt, thou must. 
But is he harmless in his moody humours ? 

*Skr. Tame as my horse, which, tho* devoid of 
reason, 
Shall turn, shall stop, and at my angry bidding 
Shall kneel till I am throued on his back ; 
And this shall Junius ; the like instinct stirs 
Him and my horse — no moi;e. 

T«/, Set him before us. ^^sit ViteUius. 

He turn'd to folly on his "brother's death :; 
That brother Tarquin kill'd. If there^s on eartlji 
A* thing I dread, it is a fool. The Sybil, 
Whose mystic book at such a price we bought, 
Auguf'd the race of Tarqtiins should be kin^s. 
Till a fool drove us hence, and set Romeffeie. 




10 THE SYBIL, 

Sex. A very foolijsh augury, good mother, 
For Sabine superstition only fit. 
But these are not good Numa's nursing days ; 
The world is grown from infancy to manhood. 
Stand but our power till Junius pull it down. 
And it shall be immortal — Lo ! nq comes : 
This dread prediction of the frantic Sybil, 
This scourge of kings, this terror of theTarquins, 
Rome's great deliverer. 



ViTELLius brings in Lucius Junius 

TuL Gods, is this the man, 
This Lucius Junius? 'Tis a goodly prison 
]?or beggary to dwell in ; a rich tomb 
To harbour nought but emptiness. O Nature, 
That thou should'st be thus prodigal in matter. 
And yet forget a mind ! Will he speak to us 
If we do question him ? 

r%t. I think he will : 
Yet sometimes, when the moody fit doth take him. 
He will not speak for days ; yea, rather starve 
Than utter nature's cravings : then anon 
He'll prattle shrewdly, with such witty folly 
As almost betters reason. 

Tul. Hark thee, fellow ! 
How art thou call'd ? 

Z. Jun. A fool. 

TuL Fool, for thy nature ; 
Thou answer'st well, but I demand thy nam<;. 

L. Jun. Nothing but fool. 

Tul. His faculties are brutish ; — 
iBrutus shall be thy name. 

X. Jun. Thanks to your grace ! 

Sex. Dost like thy new name, gentle Brute ? 

If. Jun. So well. 
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Who will may take the fool : I care not who — 
Your Highness,. au it like you. 

Sea^. I the fooU 
Sirrah, good words, or I will have thee beaten. 

L. Jun. A fool thou wilt not beat — a brute 
thou dar'st not, 
For the dull ass will kick against his striker. 
If struck too harshly. 

TuL Let me hear no more ; 
There^s mischief in his folly. Send him hence. 

Sex. Nay, let us hear him, for the fool's sen- 
tentious. 
I'll search him with more questions. - Hark thee, 

Brutus, 
Thou wast at Delphi with our princely bro- 
thers — 
Stand the brave pair in health ? 

L. Jun. Praise to the Gods ! 
They stood where others fell. 

Sex. What dost thou mean ? 
Explain thyself. 

jL. Jun. They bore away the prize 
From fourteen Grecian cities. 

Sex. Hah ! what prize ? 

L. Jun. The prize for drinking. 

Sex. Is it truth he speaks ? 

Vit. I am hia witness. Twas at Bacchus' feast 
Giv'n by Hipparchus the Athenian tyrant — 
Two Theridean cups of mighty girth, 
That would have puzzled Bitias. Oh! the Greeks 
Drink deep, and dance more than our Salian 

Eriests. 
eir comic scoffers mount the car, 
With lees of wine besmearM, in antick sport 
Mockinff the crowd — ^T'was a rare mummery. 
Sex. Why then we might have kept our fool 
at home, 
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For Greece is stock 'd already. Tell us now 
What; said the Pythia to our prodigy, 
The snake i'th' Capitol? 

i. Jun. An ugly reptile; 
She will'd us not to speak of it — The Gods 
Endure it not ; Hercules was scar'd i'th' cradle, 
Aud young Apollo, since he fought the Python, 
Cannot abide to look upon a snakjp. 

TuL Put you none other questions to Apollo ? 

[To Vitellitts. 

Vit. Your sons did ask who should be chief in 
Rome. 

Tul. Hah ! what replied the oracle to that? 

Vit. With pains and strugglings the prophetic 
dame 
This destiny reported from her God : 
"Great and most glorious shall that Roman be. 
Who shall first greet his mother with a, kiss !** 

Scr. Hail, mother ! [Salutes the Queen. 

L. Jun. Woe for me, I have no mother — 
And yet I kiss*d her first. 

Tul. Thou kiss'd her? thou—? 

L. Jun. Yea, madam, for just then my foot 
did slip 
In the fresh blood of a new-slaughter-d victim, 
And falling I did kiss my mother — Earth. 

Tul. Oh, that the earth had awallow*d thee 
outright 
Till thou had'st kiss'd the center ! I perceive 
The Gods are leagued with folly to destroy us. 
My very blood chills at my heart — Away ! [Exit. 

Sex. Hark thee, thou Brutus, I in part suspect 
Thouap*st this folly; if I find thee trifling; 
Or juggling with the Pythia for predictions, 
By all the Gods, I'll have thee flay*d, thy skin 
StripM into thongs to strangle thee withal, 
Dissembling variet ! [Seizes him. 
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X. Jun. Take away your hands; 
They come too near my throat. \Thejf struggle. 

Ftt. My lord, forbear ! 
Tbreat'nipg a fool you do but wrong yourself; 

Sex. But that I love his son, the noble Titua^ 
My dagger should have pierced his throat ere 

now, 
And sent him to his mother Earth for ever. 
He shall be watch 'd. — Viteltius, follow me. [Ejnt. 

Fit. The Gods restore thee, Brutus, to thyself. 
And us to thee ! Farewell ! [Esit. 

L. Jun^ A Uttle longer, 
A little longer yet support me, patience ! 
The day draws oti : it presses t6 the birth — 
I. see it in the forming womb of tinne — 
The embryo liberty. Hah I 'tis my son — 
Down, rebel nature, down ! 

TiTVs enters. 

71t. Welcome to Rome 1 
Would I might welcome thee to reason too! 
Ah, woe ipi ipe, that ever I was born 
To call thee father ; rather would I cross 
My direst foe on earth than meet this ruin* 
Yes, thou hast lips that utter, limbs that move, 
An outward form and fasbipn of a man. 
But where's the light o' the building, where's 

the soul. 
Which should inform those lips, direct those 

limbs, 
And lead thee back to the lost road of glory ? 

Z. Jun. Give me thy hand — nay, give it me-^ 

Tit. What would'st thou ? 
Speak to thy soti. 

X. Jun. 1 had a thing to say, 
But I haye lost it. Let 1% pass — no matter. 
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14 THE SYBIL, 

Tit. Look not upon me with those eyes, but 
speak ; 
Utter thy cravings — Art at ease, poor creature ? 
"Who injures, who annoys thee ? Tell thy friend. 
How can I serve thee ? What dost lack ? 

L. Jun, Preferment. 
Thou can*st do much at court. 

Tit. Ah ! this is nothing. 

Z. Jun. So much the fitter for a fool's petition, 
And a couft promise. 

7l^ Oh, this trifling racks me. 

L. Jun. Lend me thine ear: I'll tell a secret 
to thee 
Worth a whole city's ransom. This it is ; 
Nay ponder it and lock it in thy heart- 
There are more fools, my son, in this wise world 
Than the gods ever made. . 

2}t. Say'st thou, my father ? 
Expound this riddle. If thy mind doth harbour 
Aught that imports a son like me to know, 
Or knowing to atchieve ; if there be aught 
Of grace or comfort to be done to thee,- 
Or to thy weeping country, so it stand- 
Within the oraer of things possible. 
How hard soe'er, declare it. 

i. Jun. Now, my son, 
Should the great Gods, who, made me what thou 

seest, 
Repent, and in their vengeance cast up6n me 
The burden of my senses back again — 
What would'st thou say ? 

Tit. Oh, my lamented father. 
Would the kind Gods restore to thee thy reason — 

L. Jun. Then, Titus, then I should be mad 
with reason. 
Had I the sense to know myself a Roman, 
This hand should tear this heart from out my ribs. 
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Ere k ibould own allegiance to a tyrant 
If, therefore, thou dost love me, pray the God« 
To keep me what I am — Where all arc slaves, 
None but the fool is happy. 

Itt. We are Romans^ 
Not slavcs.^-^ 

L. Jun. Indeed ! why, who art thou ? 

7!/. Thy son. 
Dost thou not know me ? 

Z. Jun. You abuse my folly. 
I know thee not — Wert thou my son, ye 

Gods 1 • 

Thou would'st tear off this sycophantic robe, 
Tuck up thy tunic, trim these curled locks 
To the short warrior cut, vault on thy steed ; 
Then, scampering thro' the city, call to arms 
And shout for liberty — 

Tit. Defend me, Gods ! [Starts. 

L. Jun. Hah ! does it stagger thee ? 

Tit. For liberty? 
Said'st thou for liberty ? — It cannot be. 

L. Jun. Indeed ! *tis welI-=-No more. 

Ttt. What would my father? 

L. Jun. Begone, you trouble me. 

Tit. Nay, do not scorn me. 

L. Jun. Said I for liberty ? I said it not : 
The awful word breath *d in a coward's ear 
Were sacrilege to utter. Hence, begone ! 
Said I you were my son? Tis false : I'm foolish; 
My brain is weak and wanders; you abuse it. 

Tit. Ah, do not leave me ; not in anger leave 
me! 

L. Jun. Anger ? what's that ? I am content 
with folly ; 
Anger is madness, and above my aim. [MusiCm 
Hark ! here is music for thee, food for love. 
And beauty to serve in the rich repast. 
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Tarquinhi comes. Go, worsbip the bright sub, 
Ahd let poor Brutus wither in the shade. [Edit» 
Tit. Oh, truly said I bright as the golden suH 
Tarquiuia's beauty beams, and I adore. 

Soft music. Tarquinia enters^ preceded hylDam^ 
sets bearing a Crown of gold, some with Ccmirs, 
Sfc. proper for the Ceremonials of a dedication to 
Fortune. t 

■ ..•>» 
What dedication or what holy service 
Doth the fair client of ftieGods providci 
Decking their shriues, and with these du}cfe£ 

sounds 
Making the fane harmonious? Mighty Jove» 
Is there in thy celestial syood one, 
Who will not listen to Tarquinia^s prayer? 

'Tar. I go to Fortunfc'^ teimple^ there to }ii^e\ 
Before the blazing altar, and iu^pend 
Upon the votive shrine this golden crown. 
While incehse fills the fane, and holy hymns 
Are chanted for my brothers^ safe return^. 
When the consenting Goddess smiles upon me. 
What shall I ask for Titus ? 
Tit. Though the Goddess^ 
In her blind bounty, should unthrdoe the world. 
To make me one vast empire, my ambittoB, 
If by thy love unblest, would slight the gift : 
Therefore of Fortune I have nought to ask, 
She hath no interest in Tarquinia's heart} 
Nature, not Fortune, must befriend me there. 
Tar. Well hast thou said : Chance rules not 
my affections ; 
And, as 1 think thy heart like mine is true. 
Truth with its own reflecttoa must agree. 
Honour to honouri love accord la love. 
And I to Titos. 
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Tit Oh, support me, Gods ! 
Am I so blest above all human kind ? 
• Pitied, approved, belov'd? And may this heart, 
So long the victim of conflicting passions, 
:At length repose in hope? 

Tar. Now hear and mark me — 
Impressions, which low minds are taught to hide. 
My soul, superior to reserve, avows ; 
Fearing no insult I affect no art : 
Thy gentle manners, Titus, have endear'd thee, 
Although a siubject Roman, to Tarquinia : 
My brother Sextus wears thee next his heart; 
The queen herself of all our courtly youth 
First in her favour holds the noble Titus : 
And though my royal father well may keep 
A jealous eye upon thy Junian race, 
A race unfriendly to the name of Kin^, 
Yet thee he cherishes, with generous joy 
The monarch sees thy early virtue shoot. 
And with a parent's fondness rears its growth. — 

lit. Sweet fruits are sometimes couch'd ir 
bitter rinds, 
So is my love within a hostile name ; 
But neither name, nor nature, nor the voice 
Of my lost father, could he wake to reason, 
Not all the wrongs that tyranny could pile 
On my afflicted head, not all the praise 
That patriot gratitude could shower upon me. 
Can snake the faithful purpose of my heart. 
To sever it from love and my Tarquinia. 

Tar. Tis well! but ere' you bind my faith, 
reflect ! 
You say your father, should he wake to reason. 
Could not divide you from me; have you set 
His awful form in a prospective view ? 
Canyon resist the terrors of bis voice, 
If in a tone oracular he warn you 

VOL. I. C 
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To shake off this soft passion ? Who can say 
When this new inspiration may arouc^e hint? 

Tit. The time 1 know not, hut myself 1 knotilr: 
This life may be extinguished, and the heart 
Must cease to beat, when death will have it SO; 
But whilst I live^ I live to thee alone. 

Tar. Approve that firmness in the shock df 
trials, 
And if my love can recompense thy virtue, 
Nor tortures, nor temptations, nor the wreck 
Of Rome and empire shall dividd me from thee. 
To this I pledge my hand. Now to the templtf. 

[EMunt. 
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ACT II. 

The CapitoL The Equestrian Statue of Tarquk. 

Night. 

TAe Sybil. 

Now, in this dead and secret hour of night, 
Tarquin, on hellish violation bent, 
With silent tread steals to the innocent couch 
Of chaste Lucretia — Think not, ravisher, 
Indignant virtue shall survive pollution; 
By her own hand a Roman wife can fall. 
Now, Brutus, throw thy mask of folly off; 
Father of freedom, Rome's deliverer, rise; 
Put fire into the languid souls of men, 
Let loose your ministers of wrath amongst them, 
And mark this hideous niglit with ruin, Gods! 
Launch forth thy thunders, Capitolian Jove, 
Nor let that vaunting tyrant proudjy ride 
In presence of thy temple. Strike him down. 
Ye lightnings! lay his trophies in the dust, 
And vindicate the majesty of justice. 
Hark! ^tis begun ! flash, ye blue, forked fires! 
Loud-b^irsting thunders, loar I and tremble, 

Earth I [Exit. 

[Thunder and Lightning — during xvhkh the 
Statue of Tarquin is struck down to the 
Earth. 

Sextus Tarquinius ondYiTZi^hivs. 

Fit. Was ever night so dreadful? 
JSes^. None so blest : 
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A proud reluctant beauty I have mastered, 
And the kind Gods — I thank them forthe favour — 
With their own music crown my triumphs — • 
Hark! [Thunder. 

Vit. What do I see ? your father's statue fallen, 
Unhors'd and headless — Gods, avert the .omen ! 
The Capitol's great founder laid thus low 
By Jove's own thunder at the basest foot 
Of the proud pile he rear'd. 

Sex. Oh, father Tarquin, 
Put from all use religion amongst men ; 
Down with the shrines of the unthankful Gods, 
Who, whilst we rear immortal fanes to them, 
Strike at our brittle trophies, nor allow us 
The frail memorial of a few short years. 

Vit. The elements are out of course, the hea- 
vens, 
As if in anger at the impenitent earth, 
On the Tarquinian mount rain'd blood. 

Sex. Away ! 
Haunt me no more with omens — I'm secure: 
The proud, the virtuous, the untam'd Lucretia 
Is — let these conscious lightnings tell you what — 
The torches of accommodating night, 
That usher'd Jove to Semele — The moon. 
She too amidst the tumult, she at times 
Her maid'nish mantle put aside and gaz'd, 
Wishfully gaz'd — loud thunders roll'd the whilst, 
^nd echo'd heavenly plaudits to my joys. 

Vit. What hast thou done ? declare! 

Sex. What have I done ? 
What the sun does, that amorous reveller, 
When through the barrier of the frozen north 
Flaming he bursts: Springand the laughing Hours 
Look on, and scatter roses in the lap 
Of marriageable Earth : he all the whilst. 
With glowing cheeks and kisses kindlings fire, 
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Rifles her sweets; the winter in her veins^ 
The snows that on her unsmircht bosom lie, 
Melt ^t the quick'ning touch — So came the son 
Of Tarquin, burning fierce with hot desires. 
To chaste Lucretia's chamber— 

Vit. Oh, no more I 
Imagination cannot feign an act 
So horrible as this. I tell thee. Prince, / 
If thou hast wrong'd this matron—' ^, 

iSar. If I've wrong'd her — 3 

If— be accurst henceforth all peevish scruples, 
AH honourable folly ! — Still I pre^s'd, , , 

Still she refus'd, and ran through all the nia^i^ 
Of womanish. evasion: Fir'd at length . 

I threatened force ; she rail'd, and in a tone ^:. 
Of high declamatory virtue cal^l'd ': : 

On heav'n and earth-^I seized her-^fi;antic then, 
And louder than the Pythian priestess grown, 
She shriek'd out — CoUatinus 1 Husband, help ! 
A slave r^s];l;'d in--^I sprung upoi> the cait'^ff^ : 
And drove my daggef through his cl^po'rQMSi 
throat: ,,.,,. 

Then turning to Lucretia, now , half ^cfaa . ^ , ^ 
With terror, swore by all the gods atonqe, ^ ^ 
If she resisted, to the heart Fd stab h^r,.,/ . . .^g 
Yoke her fair body to the dying slave. 
And then, with dreadful imprecations, after 
Rivet pollution to her name for ever. 

Fit. Oh deed, that whelms in ruin adl your 

And gives your name to general execration 
Till tim^ shall be no more : Take leave of .peace,: 
Bid honour, empire, Rome farewell for ever. 
— Hark, they^are up! That yell of fen^ale slaves 
Bursas fromiLucretia's house — She dies^ she dies ! 
Ajid see the frantiq husbai^d 1 — . ; ' 

j^j;*. Mad as Nessus. . , 
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'A single arm cannot oppose a host ; 
Courage must yield to numbers— Give him way ! 

[Exeunt. 

\ ■ ; 

Co LLAT IN vs^ followed by VAtERivn and sundry 

others. 

Col. Frietids, citis^ens of Rome, avenge my 
cause! 
Shake off inglorious sleep and seize your arms— ^ 
Lucretia dies — she bleeds for Rome and you. ^ 
Revenge, revenge ! 

f^dl. My noble friend and kinsman, 
To you and to your cause Valerius vows 
Faith and affiance, till this direful act ' 

Shall be aton'd with judgment on th^ offender; 
But let; nie counsel you to calm this passion ; 
Loud cries avail usi nothing^. * 

Col. Call my slaves. 
Provide me lights, and on a funeral bier 
Place her bale corpse,' and so let all go forth. 
It cannot bp but dead Lucretia's wound 
Shall plead most eloquently. 

Fii/. Bteitso! 
Retire we for that purpose. 

Brutus appears. 

4 \ 

Col. Hah! what's that? 
L. Jun. A thing not worth a name. 
Val. *Tis Lucius Junius : 
Pass on and stay him not — -The hour is precrous/ 

[Exeunt Col. Val. dnd Servants. 
L. Jun. [contemplating the fallen Statue^ Fairir 
tdol, art thou laid thus low? Tis well. 
For this I thank you, Gods, that when you point 
Your shafts at human pride^ it ii not chance. 
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'Tis wisdom levels the comtntssioo'd blow. 
But I, a thing of no account, a slave — 
I to your forked Fightnings bare my bosom 
In. vain— rfor wbAt's a slave, a dastard ^^iave, 
A fool, a Brutus? — Hark ! the storm rides on. 
The scolding winds drive through the clattering 

rain, 

And loudly screams theS haggard witch of Aight.^ 
Why should this Cdllatinus quit his pillow 
And breast the thunder,. whcfn his soft-arm 'd wife 
Might wrap him in ElysiUm? As I piias'd 
His doors but how» the; south in^ieed blew high^i 
And yet methought t heard a screaming yell 
Lauder than all the storm- My thoughts grow 

wild, 
Engendei: with the scene» and pant for actibn/ 
With your lef^ve, Majesty, Til sit beside you 

{Sits on the fallen Statue. 
And ruminate awhile — Oh ! for a cause, 
A cause, jwat Gtodsl^^Soft yoix, what stir is this? 

Yaierxvs enteri with Attendants. 

VaL By Numa's altar on the Caslianmoiiiit 
Dwells Caius Quintius the pootificai: 
Bear him this writing — Be not put aside 
With the stale shifts of lazy servitors, 
But do thine errand boldly — This to Tatius! 
This to my son-in-law FabriciusI — ^This, 
And above all, to the plebeian Decius ; 
You'll find him at the house of Servius Cotta. 
In the old square west of Diana's grove 
By Rhea's fountaifv— Haste and tell my frieods 
With Collatinus I expect their coming. 
^Pray thepi to use their earliest speed. Away ! 

[Ejpeunt attendants severalljf. 

L. Jm* V^leriusf — Hoa ! 
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Val. Who calls me? 

L. Jun. Brutus. 

Val Gol 
Get thee to sleep. {VaL w departing. ^ 

Z, /ffw. Valerius ! — 

VaL Peace ! I say, 
Thou foolish thing. Why dost thou call so loud? 

Z. Jun. Because I would be heard. The time 
luay come 
When thou shalt want a fool. 

VaL Prithee, begone ! 
I have no time to hear thy prattle now. 

L» Jun. By Hercules, but you must hear. 

[Rises and advances* 

Val. You'll anger me. 

i. Jun. Waste not your noble anger on a fdol. 
Twere a brave passion in a better cause. 

Val. Thy folly's cause enough. 

L. Jun. Rail pot at folly. 

Tis a convenient cloak to hide a slave y 
Cast off this idle trick of anger from you; 
Dance to the music of your chains, as 1 do^ 
A merry measure, laugn aloud and live, 
Not by your wits, that were to starve in Rome, 
Where the whole mass and congregation breathes 
Exquisite folly ; each sense savours of it, 
_Sight, taste, touch — ^all is fool— There's but one 
wise. 
And him the Gods have kiird. 

Val. Kill'd whom ? 

Z. Jun. Behold ! 
Oh ! sight of pity — Majesty in ruins — 
Down on your knees; down to your kingly idol ! 

Val. Let slaves and sycophants do that ; not I. 

Z. Jun. Wilt thou not kneel? 

Val. Begone ; you trouble me. 
Valerius kneels not to the living Tarquin. 
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Z« Jun. Indeed ! belike y<Ai wifh him laid as 
low, 

Val What if I do? 

Z. Jun. Jove tells thee what to dd^^ 
Strike ! — Oh ! the difference 'twixt Jove's wrath 

and thine t 
Heat the crowned tyrant aims his shaft, 
Thou,- mighty man, would'st frown a fool to 

silence, 
And spurn poor Brutus from thee. 

Val. What is this? 
Let me look nearer at thee. Is thy mind, 
That long lost j ewe V found, and Lucius Junius 
Dear to my heart ipcisllor'd ? or art thou Brutus, 
The sbijff and jest of Rome, and this a fit 
Of intermittent reason r 

X. Jun. I am Brutus. 
Folly, he thou my Goddess ! I am Brutus. 
If thou wilt use me, sa! If not, farewell. 
Why dost thou pause 9 >Look on me 1 I have 

limbs. 
Parts and proportions, shoulders str<nig to bear, 
And hands not sldw to strike^ What more than 

Brutus 
Could Lucius Junius do? 

Val. A cause like ours 
Asks both the strength of Brutus and the wisdom 
Of Lucius Junius. _ 

X. Jun. Tell not me of wisdom ; 
If there be no part that a fool can act, 
A very foolish cause you have, good cousin. 
Hah I what slow-moving tfain of fiery shapes ^ 
Visits the sleeping night? Is nune eye faithful, 
Or was it but the error of the time ? 
And hark ! a groan. Who and what are they r ^ 

Val. Romans; ' 
Sad, mournful men, a fanafily of i^^oe ; ^ '- 



V . .V \. 



3^ THE SYBIL, 

Thy friends and kinsna^ once. Oh ! B^utUs, 

Brutus, 
Wert thou not soul-enslav'd, to aU sf ^$e loat^ 
More dull and sordid than the trodden eaftK 
They have a tale to tell— : ' .: 

[The Body of Lucretia is brought in upon, a biei\ 
attmdid by a numerQut tr^n bearing t^r^es. 

CoLLATiNus and other Romans* 

L. Jun. Stand, hoa ! there ; i^tapd I r ^ : \ 
Your bordep pf mortality set down, ^ ; 

And answer yield me what dead thing yoa cjarryj' 
Why at this hpuF'come y^i like spectres, ra^^he^r 
From fiery Phlegethpn, thsnjpen ai\d Upw^n^?; 
Speak; Brutus questions. i ) 

CoL Noisy fool, avaunt! ^ 

Thrust him asi4e, and pasi^ 

Val. Do him |io wroig;; i 

But if thy griefs will let thee, pau9e twhil^, 
And as thy friends and neighbours stand firound 

thee^ 
Kiud-hearted RomaoSi whom thy loud lament*^ 

ings, 
Spite of Jove's thunder, have this night uohou»'d» 
Speak thy full sorrows ! > / 

CoL Set the body dovfn-r 
Hard task and heavy, Romans, you in)p9»sei 
But since it is your pleasure to demand 
Why we your peaceful slumbers have invaded 
With cries above the storm — Simply 'tis tUjar.- 
Lucretia's dead— Bear with me for a while-^ 

L. Jun. Lucretia d^ad ! — 

CoL There on, that bier she sleep? 
Never again to wake ; a beauteous flow^, 
Au innocent sweet fos^ by th/^ rud^ ibw^ 
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Of violence ptuckt up— Oh Gods, oh Gods ! 

She uas the mark and model of the time/ 

The mould in which each female fac€ was forni'd 

To look hke her ; she was the very' sbriue 

And sarcristy of virtue: every knee^.. 

Whilst the Gods went unworshipt, bt^fut to her: 

You all can u^itness, when that she went forth 

It was a hoitday in Rome ; old 9gt 

Forgot rts crutch^ labour its task, all ran, 

And mothers tiurnicig to their daughters tried->^ 

There, there's Luoretia ! Give me, ye hlesV 

Powers, i j 
A daughter like Lucretia, other boon 
I ask not, greiitf/I>ispbseni^! — 

JL. Jun. UiKJer favour^ 
You straggte froA^ the point at which we stick. 
Speak of the mannef etS her death^ so please you; 
lieave nuMbVing her perfections, A^hicn we knew. 
And knew* as numbertess, as if you strove ■ 

To sum up grain by grain the couniless sand 
On the surf-beateii $hore-~These things to tell 

us 
Afgiiies no thrifk ^ li'df ds. 

1 Rom. Hear the fey€4, neighbours, 
How gravely he dedttims-^— 

fi. Koflt. And wisely too. 
Since he hath been at Delphi he speaks oracles. 

S Rmn* Can this be Lucius Junius ? 
^ 1 Rom. List again ! — 

i. Jun. If Nature's hand hath cropt this early 
flower, 
Why do we grieve? for it was Nature's giving; 
And these deep sobs Wrung from your bteedmg 

heart 
She, your stern ct*editor, ^xslct^ ^ usance 
Fbr her imparted loan. Inrotie plain word. 
If she catee fairly by her deaih, decbu^e i«, ^ 
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And SO dismiss US to our beds at oUce 
From the night air — If not, proceed ! 

CoL Oh friends, 
This night, this fatal night, from Ardea's walls 
Wing'd with fond speed I came. I found her, 

Romansi, 
Not deckt as she was wont with nuptial spiiles, 
Love's proper greeting, but transform'd with woe, 
A spectacle to start from : On her cheek, 
In place of rosy health, a turbid spot 
Of livid purple burn'd, in her sunk eyes 
Despair sate deep-engulph*d ; rous'd at my cries 
She rais'd her head, and in a voice once sweet 
And tunable as young Apollo's lyre. 
Now hoarse and crackt with horror, bade m.e fly. 
Fly her polluted arms, which damned lust 
And brutal violation had defil'd. 

L.Jun. Hah {violation — Do we dwell in dens. 
Caverns and rocks, or amongst men in Rome? 
Lives be who wrong'd Lucretia? Speak; declarer 

1 Rom. How steadily he questions! 

2 Rom. Mark his eye, 

What a new form he wears ! Answer to Brutua:. 

CoL He lives who did the wrong. 

L. Jun. Oh shame, shame, shame ! 
Romans, your courage sleeps. Tis not for nothing 
The Thunderer keeps this coil above ydur heads.' 
Rise, snatch your arms, and you, much injur'd 

Roman, 
Give us to know the wretch, who dar*d defile 
This lifeless innocent. 

Col. Sextus Tarquinius. 

L. Jun. To the moojn, folly?. Vengpa^ce> I 
embrace thee ! ; 

CoL Hah! *tis the inspiration of the Gods 

Speaks with thy organs; Can'st thou pardon, BfUtMSf 
What in the phreazy of my gr^f I utt^r'^ ? 
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Z. Jun. I heeded not your phrenzy, nor your 
grief; 
Your cause, your cause is all. How died Lucrelia? 

CoU By her own hand she died — 

Z. Jun. Heroic matron ! 

CoL Here is the dagger ! On its bloody point 
Her life's last drops yet hang — 

Z, Jun. Give me the dagger ! 
Come/ let me grasp it— -Uaii, thou sacred wea- 
pon, 
Virtue's deliverer, hail ! — With this sharp steel, 
Empurpled with the purest blood on earth 
I cut your chains of slavery asunder. 
Hear, Romans, hear 1 did not the Sybil tell you, 
A fopl should set Rome free? I am that fool; 
Brutus bids Rome be free. 

Col. Oh glorious Brutus, 
Thus let me press thee to my aching heart; 
Thus weeping on thy neck adore the Gods, 
Who have restored thee to avenge my wrongs. 
And in my wrongs my country. 

L. Jun. Peace ; be still. 
Think not to melt me by this woman's wailing. 
No ; one perpetual, one relentless frown 
Shall sear up this fixt brow, nor shall my heart 
E'er befat a peaceful measure, these rude locks 
Feel the disposer's touch, till I have buried 
This dagger in the lewd adulterer's heart. 

1 Rom. Live, Brutus, valiant Brutus I Down 
with Tarquin 1 

S Rom. We'll have no Tarquins. We will have 
a Brutus. 

3 Rom. Let's to the Capitol, and shout for 
Brutus. 

Z. Jun. I your king ! 
Brutus your king ! no, fellow citizens^ 
If mad ambition in this guilty frame 



30 



THE SYBIL, 



Had strung one kingly fibre, yea but one, 
By all the Gods, this dagger which I hold 
Should rip it out, tho' it entwin'd my heart. 

VaL Then 1 am with thee, noble, noble Brutus! 
Brutus the new restor'd, Brutus by Sybil, 
By Pythian prophetess fpretold, shall lead us. 
LiJun. Now take the body up ! Bear it bcr 

fore us 
To Tarquin's palace; there we'll light our 

torches, 
And in the blazing conflagration rear 
A pile for these chaste relics, that shall send 
Her soul amongst the stars. Oa 1 Brutus leads 

you. 
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ACT III. 

A Court belonging to Tarquin'^ Palace. In the 
front a grand entrance^ with folding Gates closed. 

TvLLiA with a Soldier. 

TuL Where is the prefect, who commands our 
guards? 
Why don't you sally and disperse these rioters? 
Sold. Madam, the insurgents have repulsed 
your guard ; 
The western gate is forc'd ; Flavius Corunna, 
The captab ctf (he watch, is kilTd amongst them. 
Tul. Go, tell the carrion slaves if they persist 
I'll have their heads upon the gates this night ; 
But if they'll come like sober citizens 
At tioon, the praetor shall redress their wrongs. 

{Exit Soldier. 
SExims enters. 

Tul You have done well, sir ! was it not enough 
To have your range through all our willing dames, 
But you tnust stain an honourable bed, 
And force out hobl est matron? 

Sej^. What's my crime ? 
What have I done but what Rome's founder did? 
Our Sabine mothers made not half this coil, 
When by their lusty ravishers compelled 
They peopled Rome by rapes. 

TuL Lucretia's dead. 

Ses. The more fool she to die for such a toy. 

TuL 1 tell thee, madman, thou hast torn by 
the rooti 
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Thy father's empire up. Where are thy senses ? 
Dost thou not see ; canst thou not hear ? All 

Rome 
Is up in arms and .thundering at our gates 
For just revenge. 

Sex. Revenge! — Our "^slaves our masters ? 
Imperial Deities, revenge for slaves r 
Give them the torture; send them to the Furies, 
And let them leatn revenge of those who teach it. 

Reman SoUivtv returns. 

Sold. Airs lost I The palace is in flames ; nor 
threats, . 
Nor supplications move ; the frantic throng 
Madder than bacchanalians toss their brands 
And spread the blaze around; they thirst for 

blood, 
Prince, for thy blood. 

Sex. My blood ! By father Mars, 
They shall not buv a* drop from out these veins, 
But at a plaice shall make them rue the purchase. 
[Dratvs his sword an4 rushes out ^followed by the 
soldier. ' 

TuL jGods! vsrhither shall a frantic mother fly? 
Accursed seige of Ardea ! Oh, one cohort, 
That r had here one cohort!; — Tarquin, Tarquin, 
Where art thou? save thy.wife, thy son, thy city ! 
Ah! if amidst my legions I might fall, 
: Death were; not then inglorious; but to perish 
By the vile squm of Rome, hunted by dogs, 
Baited to death by brawling base mechanics — 
Shame insupportable I 

Titus enters. 
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Whence are these rioters that storm your 
palace ? 

Tul. Rome as one man revolts. Heav'n guard 
our lives ! 
Why come you thus alone ? Where is Tarquinia ? 

Tit. Lo, where she stands immovable, aghast, 
Listening the shock. I do but fly for succour. 
Where is the prince ; where's Sextus ^ 

Tul. Where ? Oh heavens ! 
His madness hath undone us. Where is Sextus? 
Perhaps ev^n now the barbarous ruffians hurl 

him 
Alive into the flames, or piecemeal drag 
Along the streets his mangled trunk — 

7tt. No more. 
Let me go forth. 

ViTELLius meets and stops him. 

N 

Fit. Turn, noble Roman, turn ; 
Set not your life upon a desperate atake. 
Fly, seize the moment, wretched queen, and fly ! 
Hark, they are at your gates !» [A shout. 

Tul. Is my son slain ? 

Vit. Furious he sprang upon the rabble throng, 
And hew'd his desperate passage ; but the time 
Admits no further question — Save yourself! 

Tul. I was not born to fly. Let the tide enter; 
Let the vile rabble look upon the eyes 
Of majesty, and trembli. 

Vit. They are mad ; 
Nay, more than mad : 'Tis phrenzy multiplied, 
When a fool leads them on. 

Tul. Hah! say what fool? 

Vit. Your new-nam'd fool, your Brutus. 

Jtt. Death ! my father — 
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Tul. Oh Sybil! Oh my fate! Farewell to 
greatness ! 
Fve heard iriy doom. Tis past. 

Tit. Earth, earth inclose me ! 
Where shall I hide my shame ? 

Tul. Haste to Tarquinia. 
If there be yet a spark of nature left 
In thy sterft father's bosom, call it forth, 
And keep destruction off — 

Tit^ Or die defending. [Ej^it. 

Tul. It comes, it bursts upon us — See ! we fall, 
[The Gate is burst operiy and a magnificent 
edijice is discovered inflames. 
We sink. Rome's glory moulders into ashes; 
Round her gilt domes the serpent flames ascend 
And hiss her to perdition. Open, earth, 
Yawn to the pit of Acheron, and gulph 
Me and mankind at once. Come, snaky Furies, 
Lash us with fire from Pluto's hottest forge, 
And desolation swallow all things up. 

[Brutus is seen amidst the ruins with followers. 
' Hah ! art thou come ? Do I behold thee, Brutus ? 
Horrid prediction ! Fool, that art my fate ; 

[He advances. 
Vulture of Caucasus, that gnaw'st my heart ! 
Barbarian, stop ! what seek'st thou ? 

L Jun. Justice; vengeance. 

Tul. Vengeance on whom ? 

L Jun. Thee and thy guilty race. 
Lucretia's murder'd spirit will have vengeance ; 
A husband frantic with his wrongs, a father 
Broken with grief and bending to his grave. 
These and a suifering nation cry for justice. 

Tul. Is this your justice ? Look upon these 
flames. 
Have I deserved this ? Hath your absent king ? 
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L.Jun. Tarquins, we cast you from qs. Where 
is Sextus ? 
Yield up your son and live. 
- Tul. Thou fool unnatural ! 
Senseless of soul, dost think I am that monster 
To yield toy son to thee ? No, not for worlds; 
Not for a thousand lives, had I so many ; 
Nor could I if I would : Thank'd be thexGods, 
There lives of my brave race to crush thy treason, 
Audacious rebel ! 

L. Jun. Seize the parricide ! 

[They advance and surround her. 

Tul. Avaunt ! I am your queeu. 

Z. Jun. They have no queen. 
You reign no longer. In those fires you see 
The funeral pile of royalty. 

Tul Away! 
Give me a sword, and let me fall like TuUia. 

Z. Jun. No, we reserve our swords for nobler 
uses 
Than to make war with women : To the Tarquins, 
To your adulterous son we leave that shame. 

TuL If then 'twill better sate thy cruelty. 
Precipitate me quick into those fiames, 
And with the wreck of empire mix my ashes. 

L. Jun. Nor that, nor other death expect from 

Take her to Rhsea's temple, take her hence, 
And lodge her with her ancestors. 

Tul. Ye Gods, 
My father's sepulchre — I'll not approach it. 
X. Jun. 'Twill furnish wholesome recollection. 

Hence ! 
Tuh Not to that fatal place — send me aot 

thither. 
Z. Jun. 'Tis fixt. 

Vit. Will Brutus hear an ancient friend? 

D8 
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L. Jun. Brutus will hear ; but Brutus owns no 
friend, 
That leasfues not with him in the cause of justice. 

Tul. Choose the most loathsome dungeon — 
there confine me, 
Or give me death instead. My heart recoils 
Against that temple. 

Z. Jun. There, and only there. 
By your dead father*s tomb, you must abide 
The judgment of the state. 

TuL Then by the Gods, 
Whom for the last time I invoke, whose shrines 
I've incens'd o'er and o'er, thongh now f(<rsaken, 
Now at my utmost need-^J^or earth, nor air, 
Nor the wide sea from its unbounded stores, 
Shall minister support ; if no means else 
Of ready death present themselves, I'll starve ; 
No particle of food shall pass these lips, 
Till, in the void of nature, hungry madness 
With blank oblivion ent'ring shall confound 
And cancel all perception — Now lead on ! 

[Exeunt TuL and Vit. with guards. 

Valerius to Brutus. 

X. Jun. Hail to my friend ! smile not these 
ruins on thee ? 

Val. Yes, Brutus ; yet it is not in these fires, 
The yells of dying wretches, nor the crash 
Of falling palaces Valerius joys ; 
It is the day-spring of reviving freedom, 
The dawn of brighter hopes that chcars my 

bosom, 
And makes these terrors pass away like clouds 
Before the uprising sun. 

L. Jun. For me, Valerius, 
Come danger in what hideous shape it may, 
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Come death, I reck not, so I may bequeath 
To my son's sons deliverance and redemption 
From the dire race of Tarquin. We have now 
Far overleapt discretion, and must swim 
To the glad shore, where beck'ningfortune stands. 
Or perish in the gulph wherein we've plung'd. 

Val. Then let us an together, noble Brutus, 
And breast the torrent. Our assembled friends 
With Tarquin's spoils have rear'd a mighty pile 
For dead Lucretia. They expect our coming. 

i. Jun. Proceetl : I'll follow thee. [Exit Pal. 

Titus meets Brutus as he is going off. 

Tit. Turn, Oh ray father, 
And look upon thy soiu 

Z. Jun. What wouldst thou ? speak ! 

Tit. Yes, if amidst these horrors I can find 
Courage to give my agonies a voice. 

L. Jun, No more of this— be brief and to the 
point. 

Tit. If thou hast reason, oh, have mercy also! 
But if in madness thou hast done this deed — 

Z. Jun. I am not mad but as the lion is. 
When he breaks down the toils, that tyrant craft 
Hath spread to catch him. Think not we will 
suffer 
'^Jlbese monsters to profane the air of heaven 
With their unholy breath. Is there a heart 
Within one Roman bosom does not pant 
With ardour to avenge Lucretia's death ? 

Tit. Justice demands atonement for the deed; 
But is this justice? 

Z. Jjun. At the birth of freedom 
Frantic and wild are the first struggling throes, 
That cast the mighty embrvo on tne world : 
Cradled in blood the herculean infant lies, 
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Till with maturcr years he casts the slough 
And film of imperfection ; Peace and justice 
And comely order welcome his approach, 
And loves and graces triumph in his train. 

Tit. What mighty project labours in thy bosom? 
Horror pervades my soul. 

Z. Jun. The time is short, 
And other calls than nature's must be serv'd. 
There is some lurking passion at thy heart, 
SometHing which sets thy faculties at variance^ 
And leaves but half a soul for Rome and me. 
Art thou my son ? 

Tit. . Be witness for me, nature, 
I am ; but, till the Gods restor'd thy reason, 
I was an Orphan with a living father — 

Z. Jun. Go on ; confess thy weakness and 
dismiss it. 

Tit. Twas in the $leep of my dear father's 
reason. 
When Tarquin's freedman in a saucy mo6d 
Vented vile jests at thy unhappy weaknes3, 
Stung to the quick, I snatch'd a weapon up 
And feird him to my foot. 

Z. Jun, Why, 'twas well done. 
The knave was saucy and you slew him — On ! 

Tit. Twas on this very spot Tarquinia stood, 
And when her wrathful father had denounced 
Immediate death on this my filial act, 
She, with the tongue of interceding pity, 
And tears that streamed in concert with her suit, 
Implor'd, prevaird,'and gave me life — and love, 

Z. Jun. Tis well 1 behold, I give her life for life : 
Rome may be free altho' Tarquinia lives. 
This I concede ; but more if thou attemptest, 
^f, in dishonour of my great design. 
Mine and thy fame thou damn'st at this great 
hour 
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With any boyish weakness — if thou waverest — 
By all the Gods ! — Nay, if thou dost not take 
~fler image, tho' with smiling Cupids deck'd, 
And pluck it from thy heart, there to receive 
Rome and her glories in without a rival,. 
Thou art no son of mine, thou art no Roman — 
Nay, mark me, Titus ! — thou art lost — thou'rt 

dead. [Exit. 

Jit. Where is that power in nature, that can 

pluck 
Her image from my bosom ? Can the voice 
Of a descended God command it from me? 
It cannot be : these horrors that surround me, 
This awful interdiction, the dread frown 
Of a stern father, now transformed from less 
To more than man, all, all in vain conspire 
To tear away her chains ; a look, a word. 
The gentlest breath, that whispers to my ear 
The music of her voice, enslaves my sense. 
And charms down all resistance. Hah ! she 

comes, 
And sorrowing comes— Had I not love enough 
Without the aid of pity to augment it ? 
Fatally sad she looks — 

Tarquinia enters. 

Tarquinia, speak ! 
Speak, thou too beauteous mourner ! 

Tar. I attend 
To know if this sad crisis will decide 
For truth or treason ; if the son of Brutus 
Will take me to his pity and protection, 
Or stab with perfidy the heart that loves him. 

Jit. Cruel suspicion ! Do my eyes inspire 
Thoughts of such horror ? beam they not upon 
thee 
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Unutterable fondness ? Oh ! thou dear one, 
I live but to preserve thee. 

Tar. To what end 
Am I preserv'd ? I will not breathe the air 
That rank rebellion taints, nor live one hour 
Longer than Tarquin's daughter ought to live. 

Tit. Banish these gloomy thoughts : dear to 
my soul 
Your honour as your person. You are free : 
I have my father's sanction for your safety. 

Tar. Insolent sanction ! Thou should*st not 
have ask*d 
My life of Brutus. 

Tit. Not have askM thy life ? 
Say rather I should not have been his son : 
But 'twas the will of nature, and has made mc 
So hateful to thee, thou would'st sooner die 
Than live in safety, at my suit preserv'd. 
^ Tar. I scorn a life that is preserv'd by Brutus; 
I scorn to outlive parents, brothers, friends. 
And stand like some lone column in a desart, 
Pointing where late a princely city rose. 
No ; I'll not live a solitary relict, 
A walking pageant to swell out the train 
Of some proud demagogue, whom I must thank 
For charitable air ; I'll die with those 
Whom this dire night hath murder'd. 

Tit. Who are murder'd ? 
Whom hath the sword of Blrutus slain ? Not one 
Of air thy kindred — 

Tar. Say'st thou? Lives my mother? 

Tit. She lives — and Sextus, even he escapes 
The storm, which he has raisM, 3:nd flies to 
Ardea. 

Tar. Speed him, ye winds, with eagle swift- 
ness thither I 
And may those thunders, th^t now shake the walls 
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Of tottering Ardea, like a whirlwind burst 

On this devoted city, whelm its towers, 

And crush the traitorous hive beneath their 

ruins. 
Now, Titus, where is now thy promised faith ? 
Did'st thou not swear no dangers should divide 

us? 
Tit. I did ; and, constant to my oath, behold me 
Thy faithful guardian in this night of terrors. 
Tar. Be still my guardian ; snatch me from 

these terrors, 
Bear me to Ardea, be the friend of nature, 
And give the rescued daughter to the arms 
Of her protecting parent ; thus you gain 
The praise of men, the blessing of the Gods, 
And all that honour, all that love can grant. 

Valerius enters. 

Val. Hah ! art thou found ? Hear me, thou 
son of Brutus ! 
I come to thee at thy great father's bidding-^ 
Hear and obey ! He wills thee to repair 
To Mars*s fane, where Rome's chief citizens 
Assemble, to elect the public Guardians 
Of peace and justice. How shall I report ? 

Tit. Say, when the son of Brutus hath obey'd 
The calls of mercy, he'll attend on those 
Of justice and his father. 

Val. Hah ! no more ? 

Tit, Valerius, I well know, would not exact- ^ 
From his own son other reply than this. 

Val. Beware ! remember as a friend IVe 
warned you. , [Esit. 

Tit. Oh my distracted heart ! where shall I 
turn me ? 

Tar. By all the guardian deitieSi whose shriue^ 
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I've inoens'd daily for thy sake, my Titus ; 
By all the demons, who prepare the heart 
To rush upon the self-destroying stroke, 
The same dire momeat, which gives thee to 

Brutus, 
Gives me to death. 

Tit. Oh thought of horror ! Gods, 
Can ye inflict distress deeper than mine? 
Tar. Why do you waver ? Cast away this 
weakness ; 
Be glorious in your cruelty, and leave me. 
Lo ! I am arm'd — Farewell ! — How I have lov'd 

you 
My death shall witness,how you have deceived me 
Let your own conscience tell. Now to your 

father ! 
Now go and mingle with those murderers ; 
Go, teach those fiends what perjury can do. 
And shew your hands bath'd in Tarquinia's blood; 
The filial deed sh^ll welcome you to Brutus, 
And fill his gloomy soul with savage joy. 

Tit. Take, take me hence for ever ! Let me 
lose 
In these dear arms the very name of son, 
All claims of nature, every sense but love. 
• Tar. The Gods that guard the majesty of 

RomCi 
And that sweet Power, whose influence turns 

thy heart 
To pity and compliance, shall reward 
And bless thee for the deed. 

Ttt. Can he be blest 
On whom a father's direful curse shall fall ? — 
Tar. A madman's imprecation is no curse. 
Tit. Can he have peaceful dreams, whose very 
blood 
Against the fountain of his life rebels ? 
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Oh ! I have heaj-d a voice, I have beheld 
A countenance so awfully severe, 
Twill never from my memory. 
Tar. Be a man ! 

Tit. Yes, whilst thy love upholds me I can 
stand 
Against the world's contempt ; remember only 
For whose dear sake I am undone ; remember 
My heart was honour's once. 

Tar. And shall be ever. 
Come, I will shew thee where bright honour 

grows. 
Where thou shalt pluck it from the topmost 

branch, 
And wear it in its freshest fairest bloom. 

[Eseunt 
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ACT IV. 

A Street in Rome with the Temple of Mar$ in view. 

The Sybil. 

Hail, Rome ! arise, thou mistress of the world ! 
From her Cumean cavern once a^ain 
The Sybil hails thee with pro()hetic voice. 
Tarquin, the seventh and the kst of kings, 
Pass off, begone ! The fool, the fool expels thee. 
Thus, thus I cast a spell into the air — 
Lo ! the charm works ; the sun himself is sick, 
And dimly glimmers through a lurid cloud. 
The Fates will have more blood. Hide, hide thine 

eyes. 
Oh mother Nature ; weep thyself to water, 
Ere the terrific vision bursts upon thee. 
And the stern father dooms his son to death— 
Oh justice, horrible to human feelings! — 
Andf now behold ! the father falls — he dies — 
Brutus himself expires — Th' adulterous prince 
And the fierce consul meet, they fight, they fall- 
See where they lie ! their broken arteries spout, 
And the parcht earth drinks up their mingling 

blood. 
And you, ye senators in Mars's fane. 
First-born of freedom, here assembled, hail ! 
From farthest Ganges to the western isles 
Your's is the world. Prepare your necks, yc 

nations, 
Stoop to the yoke — The Sybil's word is fate. 

[Ejnt. 
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Valerius with a Centurion — Lucretius meets 

him. 

Lucre. Hail, venerable Roman ! are the people 
Still sitting in assembly ? 

Val. They have chosen 
A senate ot the prime nobility, 
And nominated Consuls for the year 
Great Brutus and thy injured son-in-law. 
With every office, form and ordination, 
That constitute a state for peace or war. 

Lucre. PraisM be the Goas ! sorrowing I have 
inum'd 
Lucretia's chaste remains, and from her ashes 
Now see the phoenix liberty arise. 
What more hath life to give? 

Val. Live for thy country. 
Within this temple Rome's first senate meets': 
There, on the awful stage where wisdom acts, 
Reverend with years, Lucretius will complete 
And round the sacred circle. 

Lucre. Ah, Valerius, 
What can a sorrow- broken heart conceive 
Worthy of Rome and Brutus ? Yet I'll enter. 
Wilt thou not lead the way ? 

Val. Some business waits me. 
Which being dispatched Til follow — [Exit Lucre. 

Now, Centurion, 
Are all things well? 

Cent. AH things arc well. Last night 
It was my fortune on the watch to encounter, 
And with some loss to take an armed band 
Of citizens, revolting to the army 
Of your dethroned tyrant. 

Val. Call forth Brutus, 
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Call forth the Consul, Lictors ! 

[Lictors enter the temple. 
Tis to Brutus, 
His Country's father, you must make report. 
Oh shame ! that any should be found so lost 
To glory. Where have you bestow'd your pri- 
soners? 
But hark I the Consul comes — ^Tohimyouranswer 
Will be address'd more fitly. 

Brutus comes forth preceded by his Lictors bearing 

the forces. 

Health to Brutus ! 
Shame and confusion to the foes of Rome ! 
Now without preface, soldier, to your business. 

Cent. As I kept watch before the Latian gate, 
Ere break of day, an armed company 
Burst on a sudden through the barrier guard. 
Pushing their course for Ardea. Straight alarm'd 
I wheel'd my cohort round and charg'd them home: 
Sharp was the conflict for a time and doubtful,. 
Till, on the seizure of Tarquinia's person, 
A young patrician — 

jL. Jun. Hah ! patrician ? 

Cent. Such 
His dress bespoke him, though to me unknown. 

Z. Jun. Proceed ! — ^What more ? 

Cent. The lady being taken, 
This youth, the life and leader of the band. 
His sword hi^h waving in the act to strike, 
Dropt his uplifted weapon, and at once 
Yielded himself my prisoner— Oh Valerius, 
What is amiss that thus the Consul changes ? 

L. Jun. Why do you pause ? Go on ! 

Cent. Their leader seiz'd, 
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The rest surrender'd. Him a settled gloom 
Possesses wholly, nor as I believe 
Hath a word pass'd his lips^ to all my questions 
Still obstinately shut. 

L, Jun. Set him before me. [Exit Centurion. 

Val. Oh ! my brave friend, horror invades my 
heart, 

L. Jun. Peace, peace ! contain thyself. 

VaL I know thy soul 
A compound of all excellence, and pray 
The mighty Gods to put thee to no trial 
Beyond a mortal bearing. 

L. Jun. No, they will not— 
Nay, be secure they cannot. Prithee, friend, 
Look out, and if the worst that can befal me 
Be verified, turn. back and gjve some sign 
What thou hast seen — ^Thou canst excuse this 

weakness, 
Being thyself a father. {VaL gives the sign. 

Hah I enough : 
I understand the^ — Since it must be so, 
Do your great pleasure, Gods! ^ow, now it 
comes ! 
[Titus and Tarquinia are brought in guarded. 

Tit. My father ! Give mc present death, yc 
Powers ! 

Cent. What have I done ? Art thou the son 
of Brutus ? 

Tit. No, Brutus scorns to father such a son^ 
Oh ! venerabte judge, wilt thou not speak? 
Turn not away ; hither direct thine eyes. 
And look upon this sorrow-smitten form. 
Then to thine own great heart remit my plea, 
And doom as nature dictates. 

Val. Peace, you'll anger him — 
Be silent and await ! Oh suffering mercy. 
Plead in a father's heart and speak for nature ! 
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Tar. Oh, earth, earth, earth ! if in thy bound- 
less stores, 
Parent of all things living, thou hast treasur'd 
One healing drop of mercy, on the heart 
Of this relentless father let it fall, 
And melt the rock within him. Turn him, Gods, 
Turn him to what yourselves delight in most, 
To pity, to forgiveness. Ye blest stars, 
Whom grateful mortals rais'd to the bright 

spheres 
In which ye shine, and gave you names in 

Heaven, 
Mildly benignant as ye are, ye will not 
Withhold your influence : And thou, changeful 

moon, 
Thou, that can'st s^iray our senses at thy will. 
Make wisdom foolish, and make folly wise. 
Oh, virgin Goddess, as ihou hast restored 
The long«lost mind of Brutus, touch it now 
With mercy mild as thine own silver beams ! 
\BrutviS turns away from his son, waves his hand to 
the Centurion as a signal to remove him to a 
further distance^ and then addresses himself to 
Valerius. 
L. Jun. Valerius ! — 

Val. What would'st thou, noble Roman ? 
L. Jun. Tis said thou hast pulFd down thine 
house, Valerius, 
The stately pile that with such cost was rear'd. 
Val. I (lave, but what doth Brutus thence 

infer ? 
L. Jun. It was a goodly structure : I remember 
How fondly you surveyed its rising grandeur, 
With what a fatherly delight you summoned 
Each grace and ornament, that might enrich 
The child of your creation, till it swell'd 
To an imperial size, and overpeer'd 
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The petty citizens, that humbly dwelt 
Under its lofty walls in huts and hovels, 
Like emmets at the foot of tow'ring iEtna : 
Then, noble Roman, then with patriot zeal, 
Dear as it was and valued, you condemn'd^ 
You leveird the proud pile ; and in return 
Was by your grateful countrymen sirnam'd. 
And shall to all posterity descend— 
Poplicola. 

Pal. Yes, Brutus, I conceive 
The awful aim and drift of thy discourse, 
But I conjure thee to reflect — 

Z. Jun. Away ! 
Doth no one but Valerius love his country 
Dearer than house, or property, or children > 
Come to the Senate, there thou'lt see if Brutus 
Earn not a name as glorious as Poplicola. 
Soldier, meanwhile guard faithfully your prisoner; 
The Senate will determine on his fate. [Going. 

Tar. Stop, turn and hear the daughter of your 
king ! 
I speak for justice — mercy thou hast none. 
If it be treason in a night like this, 
When Tarquin's palace blazes to the skies. 
And you, the masters and the lords of Rome, 
Bid murder scour the streets — if then to fly, 
When you have fir'd the roof upon the heads 
Of undefended women, be a c^ime 
To your new state and self- created Senate, 
I am your criminal ; single in guilt. 
Singly I claim your judgment — 

Z. Jun. You have said : 
Here let your plea conclude. 

Tar. For him — your son — 
By tears, entreaties, by the threats of death, 
With dagger drawn and pointed attny heart, 
By the resistless energy of love, 

VOL. I. E 
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By gratitude's strong call, I drew him off 
From your stern summons to defend and sav^ 
A helpless fugitive — ^And doth there live, 
Who calls himself a man, that had done less 
For a fond woman ? I preserved his life, 
Who shall condemn him for protecting mine ? 
Z. Jun. We try the crime ; the motive Heav*n 

will judge. 
My honour he nath stabb'd— I pardon that. 
He hath done more, he hath betray'd his coun- 
try— 
That is a crime which every honest heart. 
That beats for freedom, every Roman feels. 
And the full stream of justice must have way. 
Tar. Because thy soul was never sway*d by 

love 
Can'st thou not credit what his bosom felt ? 
L. Jun. I can believe that beauty such as 

thine 
May spread a thousand fascinating snares 
To lure the wavering and confound the weak ; 
But what is honour, which a sigh can shake ? 
What is his virtue, whom a tear can melt ? 
Truth, valour, justice, constancy of soul— * 
These are the attributes of manly natures: 
Be woman e'er so beauteous, man was made 
For nobler uses than to be her slave. 

Tar. A glorious cause no doubt you take in 

hand. 
And most auspiciously your freedom dawns. 
Hard, unrelenting man ! Are these the fruits 
Of filial piety, and hath thy son 
Wearied the Gods with prayers, till they restored 
A mind, and gave thee reason ? Would to Hea- 

ven, 
They'd giv'n thee mercy too ! 'twould more 

become thee 
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Than these new ensigns, Brutus ; mwt thafi all 
Thy lictors, haughty Consul, or thy robes 
Dipt in thet blood — oh ho(rror! — of a s6ii — 
X. Jiin. ' Na more— By all the Gods, I'll hear 

no more. 
Tit. A word for pity*s slke-^Bcfore thy feet, 
Humbled in soul, thy son and prisoner kneels. 
Love is my plea; a father is my judge; 
Nature my advocate — I call no more : 
If these will not appease a parent's heart, 
Strike thro' them all, and lodge your vengeance 
here; 
L. Jun. Break off! I will not, canndt hear 
thee further. 
The affliction nature h^th impos'd on Brntus, 
Brutus will suffer as he may — Enough . 
That we enlarge Tarquinia. Go, be free ! 
^IBut go from Rome, go to your father's court; 
There your bright^yes may play their harmless 

fires 
Around the flattering circle, here your beauty 
With mortal anguish wrings the parent's heart, 
And death and ruin ambush in your smiles. 
Lictors, secure your prisoner ; point your axes. 
And follow to the temple: For the lady, 
"TBe it your care. Centurion, to provide 
Safe conduct out of Rome. — Now to the Senate. 
^ [Eait. 

VaL Ill-fated youth, I have a father's heart 
Within this breast, tbat4nelts at your contrition, 
And fain would be your advocate with Brutus, 
Yet trembles at the rigour of his justice. 
Be patient, and in nature place your hope. [£.ri^ 
Cent. Come, lady, you must part. 
Tan Part ! must we part ? 
You shall not tear him from me ; I will die 
Embracing the sad ruin I have made. 

E2 
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Cent. You've heard the Consul. 

Tar. Thou hast heard the King, 
Fought for him whilst he led you on to conquest. 
Thou art a soldier, and should'st spurn an officei 
Which malefactors, tho' condemn'd for murder, 
Would rather die by torture than perform. 

Tit. Hear, I conjure thee, hear! If thou dost 
wish 
That I should meet the peril of my fate 
With any manly firmness, or dost cherish 
A hope, how faint soe'er, that I should 'scape it, 
By that hope I conjure thee to accord 
To Brutus, and accept his promised safeguard. 
Your words, your looks, your beauty feeds his 

wrath ; 
In that fair face he reads my guilty love. 
And pity flies his heart; let passion pause; 
Leave me to solitude, to silence leave me ; 
Then nature's gentlest whispers may be heard. 

Tar. Say'st thou? Conduct me to the dreariest 
waste 
That ever melancholy madness trod. 
And let my swelling heart in silence burst ; 
PluDge me in darkneis, shroud this fatal form 
In everlasting night, I am content. 
Lo! 1 obey — This is the test of love; 
This is the sacri6ce— -I part to save thee. 

Tit. See, I am warn'd — farewell, my life's last 

joy ! 
When my eyes lose thy image, they may look 

On death without dismay. To those blest 

Powers, 

Who gave thee every virtue, every grace. 

That can ensure perfection, I commit thee. 

[Exit with Lictor9. 

Tar. Tis past! Now, misery, I am all thine 

own. [Exit with Centurion. 



y 
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Scene changes. 

The Temple of Rhcea with the tomb of Seroius Tullm^ 
late King of Rome. Lamps burning. 

Priestess of Rhcea^ Virgins of the Temple. 

Priest. Daughters of Rhsa ; since the lords of 
Rome 
Have to your holy hands consign'd the charge 
Of their now captivis queen, inform your priestess 
How your sad prisoner abides her durance. 
Is her great soul yet humbled, or indignant 
Doth it still breathe defiance and contempt? 

1 Virg. Si^llen and silent she resolves on death: 
She will not taste of nourishment. 

Priest. Alas ! — 
I cannot doubt but you have urg'd her to it. 

1 Vif^. Much, but to none effect — Lo ! here 

are viands — [Pointing to a table. 

All means have been attempted — See, she comes ! 

TuLLiA enters. 

Tul. When the breath stops, the body shall 
have peace ; 
But who can tell me where the soul shall go ? 
Which of you, virgins, can resolve that question? 

Priest. I pray you, royal lady, be entreated 
To take some nourishment. 

TuL I tell you no. 
The wants of nature are below my thoughts : 
I am myself a spirit ; I live on air. 
And meditation is my proper diet. % 

Priest. Think what a train of weary hours 
have pass'd 
Since you had taste of food. 



54 THE SYBIL, 

Tul. Tis well ! so many 
Being gone by, the fewer are to come. 

Priest. If it were only in regard of us. 
Not of yourself, consent. 

TuL Kind-hearted souls ! 
Carry ypi^r treijchers to the hungry cells 
Of starving debtors, so your charity, 
Wasted on me, shall qbeer ^ tbanktul heart. ' 
/" Priest. How can you live to meet your royal 

husband, 
To fold your children \n your afips ^^gain^ 
If you resist support ? 

TuL Hah ! well remember'd — 
What news from Ardea? Willhe march for Roipe? 
Hark ! do you hear his trumpet? Is he comipg? 
Uncover! — This is hppe^ and worth the fe?dlng-»- 
What have you done? Oh, this is luxury*^ 
Methinks yOu take me fpr a qu^en, when thus 
You tertiptrmy pakte. Who/serv'd in tl^ese 
dainties? 

Priest. Your willing ministers, the ^i^t^rhoQd 
Of your own Goddess Rhasa. 

TuL Why 'tis .well. 
But doth your king know of this bounty, virgins ? 
• Priest. What king? We comprehend you not* 

Tul. What king? 
Brutus, the king of Rome. Knows he of this ? 

Priest. What shall w6 say ? Yes, Brutus knows 

'' 6f this. . 

TuL And would he I should eat? 

Priest. He would. ' 

TuL Amazement! 
Doth he not wish my death? 

Priest. By these iheans never i 
He wills you to support life's fainting franve 
With all due nourishment. 

TuL Merciful villain ! 
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Detested be the nourishment he gives ! 

All food he touches tarn to poison, God$, 

Though iti liay w^te creation. Subtle traitor I 

Yesy he would have me live to page his triumphs : 

I know the utmost of his mercy — JsTo ; 

I will not live ; I will npt page his triumphs ; 

ril starve, I'll die the death — Bearoffyour viands; 

I will not taste, though immortality 

Were grafted to each atom — ^Take them hence ! 

Priest. If such beyour resolve, let the crime fall 
On your own head ! We are free. 

TuL Hark, what is that ? 
Heard you that groan ? 

Priest f It is your fiaqcy's coinage ; 
We be^rd no gro^n. 

TuL Again 1— 'Tis deep and hollow : 
It issues from the vault — Set the door open 1 
Unbar it, I command you. By the Gods, 
The voice is more than human which I hear — 
Open, I say ! ^ 

Priest, It is your father's tomb. 

JW. My father! righteous Gods, I kiird my 
I father, 
And these deep groans are hi3. D^^ghterflpfRhasa, 
^Mm» ^0Vi\ not heard the parricidal act ? 
Was.it oat told y^u how I drove my »te?d^ 
Sptwgj^ with blood across my leather's trujnk> 
I^i'^ggioS bi^ breathing carcass at my wheels ? 
Yw, I did this^I w^s the wretch who did iti 
I did not think of h^eavefi and heavenly justice. 
Ambition was my God«— Now, now it comes — 
Horrible retribution ! 

Priest. Wretched daughter. 
If thou hast done this deed, prepare thy spirit 
By wholesome meditation for atonement, 
AmA let no passion interrupt the task 
Of penitence and prayer. 
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TuL ril pray no more. 
There is no mercy in the skies for murder, 
Therefore no praying, none ; 'tis all in vain : 
I have a plea for my impenitence — 
Madness : I tell thee, woman, I am mad ; 
These groans have made me mad ; all the night 

through 
They howl'd distraction to my sleepless brain. 
You've shut me up with Furies to torment me. 
And starv'd me into madness.! I am famish'd ; 
Hunger hath made me furious — Oh, some food— 
For charity some food ! 

Priest. Behold 'tis here! 
Tis at your lips, and courts you to receive it 

TuL Tis false ! it is no food ; 'tis all a cheat 
Invented to torment me ; should I taste 
Or touch it only, instantly your spirits 
Would howl and hiss me into worse perdition 
Than hell hath yet a name for — I'll go forth — 
Ah no, I'm giddy — Sick to death and giddy- 
Sleep, sleep, relieve me ! Lead me to the couch. 
[They lead her to a Couch on which she reclines. 

Priest. A sleep which is death's prelude falls 
upon her; 
Or is it death itself? She breathes. How awful 
Is that still pause the ling'ring spirit makes 
Before it wings its flight ! Mark, virgins, mark! 
Now to the altar of your Goddess Rhasa, 
And there with expiatory hymns and prayers 
Invoke a requiem to her parting soul. 

[Ej:eunt Priestess and Virgins. 

Solemn Music at a distance. When it ceases^ the 

Sybil appears. 

Syb. Sleep'st thou, detested parricide? Sleep 
on! 
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Though wasted Nature slumbers, conscience 

wakes, 
And the grim Furies haunt thy soul with dreams, 
Worse than thy waking terrors. See, she shakes ! 
Death's pangs convulse her heart. Yet, ere she 

die, 
By dread, commission from the avenging Fates 
I must command this stony vault to open, 
And give its miserable relics up. 
Come forth, thou phantom of a murder'd king, 
And look upon thy daughter ! — Hah ! 'tis here ! 

[Ghost of Servius Tullus comes forth. 
Wake, impious daughter, and behold thy father ! 

[Tullia starts out oj sleep. 
TuL Strike me, great Gods, oh, strike me with 

vour bolts ! 
What cfo I sec ? — Tis he ; it is my Father ! 
Do I yet live ? — Am I awake ? — Begone ! 
Wilt thou not hence ? Take off thine eyes ; they 

kill me. 
Nay, then 'tis done — Earth, earth, receive and 

hide me. [She falls to the ground and ej^res. 
Syb. Hence, shadowy terror, hence ! The 

fates dismiss thee. 
Death strikes his victim, and my task concludes. 

[Curtain/alls. 
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ACT V. 

The interior of the temple of Mars. Brutus seated 
in the Conmlar chair. Titus is Arough t in by the 
Lictorswith their axes turned edge-^ays tottmrds 
him : At a signal from Brutus they withdraw^ 
Titus approaches bis father. 

L. Jan. Pmoner, approach , ire now forego 
the names 
Of son and father, sad exchange ! to meet 
As criminal and judge. Kay, do iiot kneel ! 
Man doth not owe to man such low' submission. 

Jit. But guilt to virtue doth ;refi!entance owes 
Prostration to the Gods^ andihou, oh Bmtiis/ 
Art ItkeaGod on earJbh. Not ftO[EtKmie'sCon$ul> 
But Rome's deliverer, bend I the/knee* 

X. Jun. Sta^d up and heflr(jDe^ 'Tis a dread 
eommtfision 
•I now must open^-Traitofs^ ^'i)Q eoofipire 
Against mature societies, may ittpge 
Their acts as bold and daring ; and, tlbp' vj!Uailka» 
¥et are they manly villains — But to stab 
The cradled innocent as thou hast done, 
To strike thy country in the mother-pangs 
Of struggling child-birtip, and direct thy dagger 
To freedom's infant throat, is deed so black, 
That my foil'd tongue refuses it a name. 

Tit, Let me supply it — Death. 

L. Jun. Oh Gods, oh Gods ! 

Tit. Nay, do not shrink ; I am not yet so far 
Apostate from my great original, 
As to survive disgrace. 

X. Jun. Thou hast pronounced 
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Tbe fatal word that Justice must decree^ — 
Hard word, and painful for a father's tongue — 
Thou art my son. 

Jtt. No, I have lost the aame. 
I was thy son, and had my father deem'd me 
Worthy to share his thoughts, had I but known 
The secret of his heart, I had devoted 
My soul to honour and escap'd this ruin. 

L.Jun. Ah, Titus, 'twas Jbecause I mark'd your 
weaknidss; 
You were a courtly, young, ambitious lover. 
The fiiend of Sextus, and I fear'd to trust you. 

l}t. Wisely you acted for the general good : 
Had I deceived you RomeiJiad lost a father, 
Now losing' me she has little to lament. 

LjJmm' Justice demands that I should wield 
herj9word 
With an impartial hand : whom can I strike. 
If I should spare my son? But when I make 
This sacrifice to justice, it isinot 
ThatiBrutus feels less tbaci a father feels, 
But that he does all that a RjMnan should. 
And now 'tis past--<jo^— 

Ttt. Whither? 

L. ytiJi. Must I add 
To public execution P 

Tit. Say not that: 
Shall thy son suffer like a common felon? 

L. Jun. How else do traitojts Mvtfer ? 

Tit. Shameful fate 1 
My head struck off, and my disjointed limbsrr/ 

Z. Jmn. Stop 1 -^Wbat baAt thou Ao lurge ? If 
thou hast aught, 
Rigour admits that I should hear the plea. 
Speak ! 
. 7i>. I had once a hope-^ 

L. Jun. What was thy hope? 
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Tit. That I might fall as noble. Ro mains fait. 
By my own sword. 

Z. Jun. Let me reflect ! — Away ! 
It is the trick and sophistry of mercy ; 
It mocks at justice and defrauds the law. 

Tit. Nor law nor justice should have more 
than life, \ 

And with the body kill the spirit too. 
I have a weapon here, a bosom friend. 
That could have marshall'd me a secret road. 
Without a father's privilege^ to death ; 
But I resolvM the wond'ring world sliould see 
The unshaken firmness of a patriot's soul : v 
And, careful of thy fame, reserv'd the blow, 
Till at thy feet I might receive my doom, 
And, dying, float them with my filial blood.^ 

Z, Jun. Stop thy rash hand ! Grverme some 
pause for thought J 
Put back thy weapon-^-Oh ! that I could find 
Some course to satisfy ray country's honour^ 
And save thy forfeit life ! — but 'twill not be. 
Yet I will grant thy pray'r — A shameful death 
Thou shalt not suffer, in the public s(}uare 
Before the people — Oh support mc, Gods ! — 
Give me a voice to speak ! — ^Thouniust ascend 
The scaflTold there prepar'd ; tben in the view > 
Of Rome's appeased citizens, then, Titus— . » 
Strike at thy heart. 

Tit. Upon my knees I thank thee ! 
Thus let me press thy venerable hand. 
And print my life's last gratitude upon it ! 

Z. Jun. Arise, arise ! You conie too near my 
heart. 

75f. What signal shall there be when Imay 
strike ? 

Z. Jun. When I come forth, and from the 
temple porch 
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Hold up my hand, then — need I add the rest ? 
Remember ! 

Ht Righteously. 
L. Jun. Farewell for eveH 
Lictors, attend ! conduct your prisoner forth; 
And, whilst you march with slow and solemn 

step, 
Let the funereal minstrels, as they are wont, 
•Sound their sad prelude to the mournful act. 
\Tlttus is carried out by the Lictors ; a dead mar ch^ 
which gradually dies away as it becomes more 
Sstant. Brutus remains seated in a melancholy 
posture on his tribunal. 
L. Jun. {rising.'] How heavily these melan- 
choly sounds 
Ring out the knell of^ death ; and now they 

cease — 
Thy pilgrimage, poor youth, is at an end : 
A few sad steps have brought thee to the brink 
Of that tremendous precipice, whose depth 
No thought of man ran fathom. Now thou stand'st 
Upon thy grave with s(ft*row-smitten eye, 
And dagger underneath thy mantle gra^p'd, 
Watching my signal — Now vindictive justice 
Bids -me go forth— This silence is my summons. 
Hard, hard condition mine ! Limbs, bear me up 
Against this shock of nature, to support 
The dreadful officCy which the Gods impose 
On me their trembling minister, whose heart 
They should have cas'd in marbk; and made dead 
To human feelings, ere they bade me meet 
A spectacle, that harrows up the soul 
With terror and dismay — There lies the road 
:That I must take — One effort, and 'tis past. [Exit. 
\JVhilst Brutus is off the Stage, a deep and 
iUstant groan is heard, and he re-enters 
the temple in great agitation. 
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Brutus re-enters. 

Oh agonizing sight ! — ^The deed is done : 
Justice is satisfied ; my son expires. 

Valerius to Brutus. 

FbI. MyTriend, where art thou? Letmyarnis 

enfold 
And comfort thy brave heart ; let me partake 
Thy maniy sorrows : Brutus is not childless ; 
Each grateful Roman henceforth is thy son, 
Z, Jun. Come, gallant friend, it were not fit 

you knew 
What passes here ; for you and I must act 
Like men fn whom the common herd can spy 
No gust nor flaw of passion, to unstring 
The nerves that now should brace them to the 

pitch : 
This is no time for wailing and laikienting; 
Tarquin will march for Rome— for, do him right, 
The man is no mean soldier. 

VaL We must shape 
Our measures to like promptitude with his : 
Great enterprises only are achieved 
By great and noble darings. We must face 
The peril of the attempt, as men resolv'd 
To conquer or to die, 

i. Jun. Ah my brave friend, 
Were life as stale and wearisome to all 
As 'tis to Brutus, we should entertain 
War as a mistress ; where the battle bunts 
There we should throng, th^re we should chdak 

their ranks / 
With piles of slain aiid torrents of our blood. 
And welcome victory in the arms of death. 
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CoLLATiNUS the Consul^ with Senators and others, 

who support TiTU8< 

Col. Coti8u1) bebold thy son ! a few short 
moments 
Are left of life, and 'tis his last request, 
That at thy feet he may have leave to die* 

L. Jun. And have I no friend Jeft to strike a 
sword 
For very charity into this heart ? 
Why do you heap these agonies upon me, 
And call me Consul ? Who will watch far Rome, 
When you have kill'd your centinel? — Ap- 
proach, 
Thou bleeding ruin, thou last mangled wreck ' 
Of all my joys, that were embark'd with thee ; 
And perish'd in the surge, that was thy grave. 
Can^st thou speak to me ? 

Tit. Venerable judge, 
Father of Rome and freedom, may this bloodi 
By thy comn^andmeut spilt, wash out my crime. 
And shall this heart, before its pulses stop^ 
Be blest with thy forgiveness ? 

L. Jun. All the peace 
That my forgiveness can bestow* I grant; 
The Gods will give the rest : in this sad heart 
No record will remain of thy offence ; 
Thy punishment hath canceled that, aiyd now 
Nought but thy early virtue8,^he fair promise 
Of my fond hopes, all blasted in the bud. 
Shall dwell in my remen^ibrance— ^ah! he diei! 
Support him in your arms-^The 'qiiiv^rl^g lids'* 
Close on his sightless eyes : convulsion tears ' 
His laboring heart ; it rises to his throat ^-^ 
He gasps, he writhes in anguish-^he expires f 

[Titus faUs into the arms cf4he people. 
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VaL Bear him away ! quench not the light of 
Rooie, 
That yet survives in Brutus. Valiant Consul, 
Great above men in sorrows as in soul, 
Rouse from the meditation on this scene. 
And cheer thy drooping friends. 

Z. Jun. Approach, my friends, 
Ye that are rathers, and be taught by me 
To reverence justice. Mark if I bestow 
One tear upon the dead. I'll not embalm 
His body with the brine which hirelings shed. 
To trick their funerals forth with purchased woe: 
If I make salt this earth, 'twill be with blood. 
The blood of Tarquins, hot libidinous blood, 
Not with weak women's tears ; let grief stand off, 
Till nobler guests are serv'd. 

Centurion enters. . 

Cent. Health to the Consul ! 
The king draws down his powers upon your town. 
As with Tarquinia I was on my way, 
Our party by a cohort in the van 
Of the main army was constrained to halt, 
And questioned of our purpose : This explain'd^ 
Sextus Tarquinius, arm'd from heel to head, 
Rode forth and bade me render up to him 
The lady under guard ; I did — When he. 
Their greeting past, dismissed me with these 

words — ^ 
This courtesy, said he, which I accept 
From your revolting masters as a pledge 
Of their return to duty, hath so far 
Unedg'd my sword, that I will come to Rome 
Prepar'd to treat of peace and composition, 
And, ere I strike, to hear — 

L. Jun. Arm, warriors, arm ! 
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Put not , your faith in TarquiuB ; if tkejr treat, 
'Tis only when thay tremble. Friends, go forth| 
Marshal our city's force without the walls, 
And let our tvuinpets answer to their tongues, 
WTien they would parley. Sound oi^t an alarm I 
ITrumpets. BrutuSf CoUatimis^'^t. exeunt. 

Cent. Noble Valerius, may I erave youv ear 
To a few words apart ? 

V^ Speak ami be brief.. 

Cent. If Brutus may be wrought to fBtierehaDgie 
A hostage with the king, I have the word 
Of Tarquih's daughter £6r a peacefiit ^truee, i >^ ! 
With pardon and redress of all that^s paat. 

Val. What hostage; would the king demand ^f 
Brutus? ) 

Cent. Titus his son, whom in a luckless houi^ 
I made my prisoneri-^ Hah ! you «hake your head : 
Is ther^ no hope. he will be mov'd to staunch 
The bloody that else in torrents mu$t be spilt?: 

Val. Titus is dead. 

Cent. Then, Discord, to thy work i 
Thei^word is out-r-We conquer or we xlie. [Ejxunt. 



Scene without the walls of Rome. Trumpet sounds 
a parley. Brutus^ followed by Valerius and other 
armed Romans. 

L. Jun. Look out, and say what company is 
that 
Whose trumpet sounds a parley — By the Gods, 
I will not trust these Tarquins with the hearing. 
No other conference shall they hold with Brutus 
Than shield to shield and sword oppos'd to sword> 

VOL. I. F 
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Amid the din of battle. Good Valerius, 
Advance and stop these parleyers-— 

Tabquinia with Vitellius and others. 

Tar. Where is Brutus ; 
Where is the Consul ? — Oh, redeem the time, 
Save your devoted town, your children, wives, 
Your altars from destruction ! In my hand 
I hold the sacred instrument of peace, 
Stampt with the roval signet to assure 
The credit of the (feed. If you have wrongs. 
Here's that will heal your wrongs ; if doubts or 

fears. 
Here's evidence to make suspicion blush. 
Scorn not this embassy because I bear it, 
Who than a woman fitter to assuage 
The angry feuds of men, and into love 
Convert your hatred ? 

L. Jun. Messenger more fair 
Your &ther could not send, I do admit; 
But holding no allegiance to the sender. 
And resolute to cast our tyrant oif. 
We prav you to avoid so rude a brawl, 
As needs will follow, when our noisy trumpets 
Charge to the onset and bray out for battle. 

Tar. If you reject us in the fond belief 
That fear provokes this embassy, look out 
And scan your danger well, ere you defy it.^ 
Will you not hear me, Brutus? In one word 
The truce is seal'd. Give up your son a hostage. 
And I, the daughter of a king, commit 
My life into your keeping. 

L. Jun. That we gave you 
When both were living — Titus is no more. 

[Exeunt L. Jun.. Vol. S^x. 

Tar. Monster of cruelty ! Unnatural father 1 
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Thou murderer, what hast thou to do with peacci 
Hated by Gods and men ? Why do I live? 
Come to my heart, deliverer ! [Offers to kill herself. 

Vit. Stop thy hand I 
Hence, hateful weapon ! Why this desperate act? 
Will it revive the dead ? Will Brutus feel 
The dagger that destroys thee? Will it seat 
Thy father on his throne? 'Twill tear his heart 
With agonies, and quench the glorious hope 
Of Victory, now hovering on the wing 
'Twixt eitheir host. Behold how many heroes 
Assemble to revenge the death you mourn— 
And see ! a warrior comes, whose glittering form 
Brings light and life to chase despair away. 

Sextus Tarquinius and Soldiers. 

Ses. How now, my sister ! why thus plung*d 
in grief? 
Brave natures face misfortune, cowards fly it. 
Not in the round of habitable earth 
Was there a man I lov'd like Titus Junius. 
I know the fatal story — He is slain ; 
Our Mother too, after strange sort is dead ; 
I hate a preface to a tale of horror — 
So now tiiou hast it all. 

Tar. Immortal Powers, 
Who on your suffering creature cast this load 
Of misery, to your all-commanding will 
Submissive I bow down my vassal neck, 
Nor murmur at your providence — Behold 
A wretch, on whom the brightest hopes had 

dawn'd. 
Now whelm'd in dark despair ; a heart, in which 
Affection glow'd, and every tender string 
Thriil'd with the touch of sympathy, now torn 
And rent with agony ; a form, alas ! 

F8 
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Which flattery said you moulded with some 

care, 
Now scorn'd and cast without remo/se away, 
Like sherds that shiver in the potter's hand : 
If still it be your pleasure to take hence 
All that makes life a blessing, and yet bid 
Your lingering victim live, I will obey, 
Till, soften'd by my patience, you relent. 
And mercifully end my woes in death. 

Sex. Haste thee, Vitellius, lead her tothe fane 
Of Juno Sospita; there she may rest 
In safety till this storm of grief subsides. 

[Eant Vitellius with Tarqmnia. 
What means the king th^^t he delays his march? 
Go one of you, and from yon rising ground 
Look out, and make report what you espy. 

[Exit Soldier. 
Hah ! who art thou ?-t- 

Brutus, V^LSBiys, and other Romans. 

L. Jw». Prutus, the foe of tyrants. 
Yield, ravisher ! behold thou art inclos'd. 
Let these disarm and pa^s : their liv^s we scorn; 
Thou, violator of the marriage bed, 
Thou must atone to justice. 

Sex. Sound to arms ! 
Call up the king to action — 

L. Jun. Call the king ? 
Where is your vigilance ? Your king is fled ; 
Your soldiers are dispers'd ; th^y pile their arms, 
And shout for liberty. 

The Soldier return^ • 

Sol. Oh fatal truth 1 
Ally all is flighty confusion, and revolt. 
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Sece. Dastard, 'tis false : my Romatn cannot 

Hear me, thou Brutus ! life to life I dare thee 
In equal combat, branding thee a traitor, 
The assassin of a son, whom, oh dire murderer — 
Thou didst deserve as much as thou dost heaven. 

L. Jun. Tho' thy base deed, defiler, well might 
warrant 
Contemptuous seizure, yet this bold encounter 
Shall to no other chastisement expose thee 
Save as this arm shall punish — I accept 
Thy challenge, ravisher, and wield a sword 
Edg'd with Lutretia's wrongs* 

Vat, What is't you do ? 
C(^nsul, remember Rome. 

L. Jun, Remember Rome ! 
It is for Rome I strike ; it is your cause, 
Ye Gods, and to your justice I commit it. 
Valerius, by our friendship I conjure thee. 
Come not betwixt us — Romans, I command you, 
Stand all aloof; if I am here to fall. 
Give honourable passage and protection 
To this bold son of Tarquin — conquering me, 
He will deserve to live. 

Sex. Tis fairly said ! 
Thus to the manes of thy murder'd son 
I make libation of thy blood — 

[They fight and Brutus is wounded. 

Break off ! 
Thou'rt wounded — breathe awhile. 

L. Jun. Gods, can there be 
Such noble bearing in a cause so vile? 

Val. lirutus, you bleed apace. 

Se.v. Go, stop your sluices, 
And come afresh. I scorn a fainting foe. 

X. Jun. FoiTd by a stripling! I disdain the 
thought. [Theyjight and Stxtus falls. 
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Val. Oh, nobly fought ! He falls, he faints, 
he dies — 
Freedom and Rome survive. 
[Vitetlius runs in and receives Septus in his arms 

as he is Jailing. 
Vit. Peace, nor insult 
The brave, tho' vanquished — See, the hero dies ! 
The mightiest of the race of Tarquin dies. 

[Sextus dies. 
VaL Short are the conqueror*s triumphs — 
Help to save him ; 
.Friends, Romans, countrymen, your Consul falls. 
The pillar of your nation is overthrown. 

[Brutus sinks to the ground. 
L. Jun. Mourn not for me ! The interposing 
Gods 
Have snatch'd a sorrow- wounded soul to rest. 
I've liv'd enough for fame, for Rome and free- 
dom ; 
And, when I'm dead, pluck forth this heart, my 

friends : ^ 
You'll find in mournful colours pictur'd there 
The dear-lov'd imageu)f a dying son — 
Farewell to all! — Lucretia is reveng'd — 
Valerius, reach thy hand — my friend — 'tis past! 

[Dies. 
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Mrs. Partlett 

SCENE. Sir Solomon's Hause^ near Plymouth. 

Time, Part of Two Days. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Let cynic pride with supercilious air^ 
Arraign the venial failings of the fair ; 
To night withjuster aim our Poet shews 
In female hearts what genuine virtue glows. 
Not that stern passion, that unlovely j^me^ 
Which seard the bosom of the Spartan damCj 
Who saw^ nor shed one sad maternal tear^ 
Her slaughtered son extejided on tfte bier : 
Then cold and careless pressed the nuptial bed, 
Or to her couch the casual stranger led ; 
And dead to each soft feeling, ask* d from fat i 
Another boy, to perish for the State. 
Round British nymphs more winning graces move, 
They melt with pity, flnd they glow with love. 
Yet while their bosoms awn the tender fire, 
Thdr generous minds can check eachjond desire ; 
The promised joy with patriot zeal forego. 
Nor own a lover in their country's foe. 
Nor, Britons, you our moral scenes despise. 
Still from the Stage does true instruction rise. 
Let no mean thought your ardent souls engage, 
Nor party rancour, nor religious rage; 
But all alike with generous warmth embrace, 
Whose kindred virtues speak their British race : 
In every age, in every state we find. 
One passion govern every gallant mind. 
Tho" wealth allure, tho' just resentment nuwe. 
That ruling passion is their country's love. 
Then rush, united ! midst the war's alarms. 
And face, unmoved, the hostile world in arms, 
laves there a youth will shun the noble strife. 
Or doubt in such a cause to stake his life, 
Who hears me now the glorious prize proclaim. 
His mistress' favour, and his country's fame. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 

Sir Solomon Dangle's. 

Father Sullivan discovered sitting in a Chair^ 
Lady Dangle on her knees, by tne side of it. 

Father S, Come, come, daughter, 1^1 not abate 
an item of your penance, 'tis a flight fine for a 
long renewal, a mere pepper-corn homage to 
the lord of the manorf 

Lady D. Ah^ Father Sullivan^ you are a hajrci 
man, [Rises. 

Father S. Vm an easy man, too easy, o' my 
conscience — What, be content ; you have wip'd 
off a long chalk with a few tears, all is well; 
think no more of what is past, you are a free 
ifoman. i 

Lady D. A foolish one I am, to make a Ipsing 
bargain in iniquity ; you share half the profits 
of the stock, and I pay all the debts of the 
partnership ; I never heard of any penance;s of 
your performing. 

Father S. Physicians take no physic. 

Lady D. No, in faith, they satisfy themselves 
with the fee, but my stomach will bear no more 
dosing ; I'll recreate myself awhile in the clear 
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climate of a free country; air and exercise will 
keep me in health without the quackery of pe- 
nance. If I had confest to my husband^ I had 
come off as easily. 

Father S. But you have no husband at hand 
to confess to. — Woman, woman, you forget 
yourself: I am no saint, as yet at least I am 
none; but you have frowardness enough to 
provoke me, if I was one — Come, madam, I 
must talk to you in another strain — nay, and 
you must hear me too. — You are not the wife 
of one husband, as I take it. 

Lady D. Bigamy is no sin in the Decalogue, 
I don't find it iu the Tables. 

Father S. But you may tumble upon it in the 
Statutes, you may read it in the black letter, 
and a Chancery decree is as hard of digestion 
as the tables of stone. — You talk to me as if I 
was not privy to your marriage in Portugal; not 
content with being Mrs. Drelincourt there, you 
must be Lady Dangle here, and lead your poor 
Sir Solomon in a noose up and down this man- 
sion at pleasure. The Church of Rome put one 
string to your bow, and the Church of £ngiand 
put another. 

Lady D. Then you'll confess at least I have 
the old proverb for my security. 

Father S, But your second is a slip knot in 
the fingers of the law, daughter^ of mine, and 
then where's your expedient? 

Lady D. Ready at hand ; no longer off than 
,your neck, good father; whilst that knot holds, 
your life is safe ; slip it, and it shall strangle 
you ; there's a gibbet for treason, as well as a 
black letter for bigamy — when I lose the name 
of Dangle, Sullivan have a care you don't find it. 

Father S. What, my letters to France, my 
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foreign correspondence? Cases of conscience, 
points of casuistry; nothing more, upon th^ 
faith of my order.^ 

Lady D. But I have no faith in your order ; ♦ 
I am rather dispos'd to trust the evidence of 
my own senses: — don't we live here in the 
neighbourhood of Plymouth? Have I not copied 
reams of papef^for you, with the returns of the 
dock, and conditions of the ships, the destina- 
tion of the fleet, the-r- 

Father S. The devil you have ! and who*s the 
traitor then, vourself or I ? did'st think I was 
fool enough to trust my neck in your keeping? 
a sdn of St. Francis to be duped by a woman ? 
— No, no, my lady, turn informer when you 
will, I put you at defiance — ^You have none of 
my hand-writing in evidence. 

Lady D. Humph, that's true ;— What are we 
fioing a;fter all ? rartners in the game, betraying 
teaoh othcr*s hand:^ — a mighty foolish business 
on both sides. 

Father S. Come, let's be friends. 

Lady D. Why, who began first ? Not I. 

Father S. What matters who began the quar- 
rel, when both are interested to make an end of 
'it ? Give me your hand. 

LaA/ D. There 'tis. 

Father S. A truce. 

Lady D. An everlasting league. 

Fattier S. Offensive and defensive: — United 
thus, our firm is current as the Bank.— ^Here are 
you jointured in the terra firma of Old England, 
mistress of a noble house, mounted with retinue 
like a princess of the blood of France, a splendid 
•equipage, an ample fortune, a commodious hus- 
band, a paradise about you, — 
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Lady D. And a subtle tempter at my elhaw 
under the cowl of a friar, 

Father S. Call me rather ai^ indulgept COUr 
fessor, a devoted friend, a— 
* Lady D. Devil luring with forbidden fruife-r- 
oh, youVe a fine one : but I have no time for 
trifling now ; I have had a letter from Lisbooi 
it tells me Drelincourt has taken iiitp the Spanish 
service. 

Father S. Why that's good news ; a separation 
for lifq ; there's an $nd of all danger from that 
quarter; so much for one of your husbands* 
Now could you bring ^ir Solomon to give his 
daughter Agnes tp your nephew Patrick-r-^ 

Enter Servant, with Letter. 

• 

Senp. Please ypu, my lady, a letter for hiai re- 
verence. [Gives letter and &r$t. 

Father A This letter threatens you with a 
visitor. 

Lady D. Who is that ? 

Father S. My colleague in London, the man 
of information, he that made the cypher for 
I^ons. de Sartine — Daggcrly. 

Lady D. Daggerly ! I should be glid you 
would not bring him into my family. 

Fathers. What's to be done when the man 
invites himself? he's upon his way from Ply- 
mouth, and will be here within the hour; the 
fellow is indispensable. Apropos, I have news 
here for sir Solomon, — Daggerly writes me that 
the Milford frigate is arriv'd with a Spanish 
prize full of officers, captur'd off Cadiz ; now it 
runs in my head, that sir Solomon's 9on David 
went out in this very frigate. 
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Lady D. It may be so, it happened before my 
time ; be has never heard from the boy since I 
knew him. Come, I shall, lose my walk, take 
your hat, and go with me, *tis a lovely morning. 

\Exeuntj she leaning on his arm. 



SCENE IL 
Enter Mrs. Partlett, Tipple, and Joyce: 

Ty>. And could you in your conscience believe, 
Mrs. Partlett, that our old master sir Solomon 
would be taken in after this fashion by an out- 
landish — I was going to say whore of Babylon, 
but I won't call names. 

Airs. Part. Names, Mr. Tipple I her name 
isn't up in this neighbourhood for nothing : as 
for master,since Mr. Davy went out of the house, 
and this woman came into it, he has never had 
a happy day ; if he had the plague he could not 
be in a worse condition : every body pities him, 
but nobody ventures near him. 

Tip. He was a famous man at quarter sessions; 
in my first lady's time ; then the neighbours were 
entertained, and the credit of the house was kept 
up a^ it should be : now the^rass might grow 
under the beer barrels, if huntsman and I didn't 
keep the path open. 

Joyce. Not a man in this shire, nor the next 
to it, che^r'd a hound better than Sir Solomon; 
now the poor gentleman can no more speak to a 
dog, than a dog can speak to him. 

Mrs. Fart, To morrow, come the day, will be 
three long years, since master Davy went to sea ; 
merry rest his heart, if he were amongst us, he 
would make the house alive again. 

VOL. !• G 
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Joyce. What though he was a little unlucky, 
and run from school, and wouldn't take to his* 
book learning, he was sharp enough at other 
matters ; there wasn't a hound in the pack, nor 
a whelp in the kennel, but he knew his tongue 
as well as if he had been his feeder. 

Tit, He was always at his gambols in thei 
kitcnen, or in the pantry, or the servants' hall } 
the familiarest creature in life; always on his 
tricks with the maids, or the justice folksy or 
his worship himself. 

Mrs. Part. Ah 1 

JS;i/er Davy DaisglEj followed by BukBOAT, with 
• a Bundle slung on a crook over his shoulders. 

Davy. Avast hailing! don't you know me, 
mother Partlett ? 

Mrs. Part. Master Davy, aS I'm a living wo-* 
man. 

Davy. Why aye to be sure I am — You may see 
that without spectacles. 

Mrs. Part. Oh lud, oh lud ! I'm beside myself 
w i t h j oy . [Embraces him. 

Davy. Heave off your grappling hooks, and' 
give me sea room— veer away more cable, old 
girl, and let me s\rtng — How is it, friend Tipple ? 
Ah, Joyce, we have an entapis once again after 
a plaguy long chase. 

Bumb. Seventeen leagues and a half by the 
log ; Cape Finisterre bearing east, north-east^ 
and by east, upon the weather bow, when we 
first set top gallants to give chase to the Spa«- 
niard. 

Davy. Why, who's talking of the Spaniard, lub-* 
ber? what tack are your wits upon wow, Bumboat.^^ 
w« arc come to an anchor, and your small venture 
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fdf brains is out upon a cruise. Come, down with 
your trumpery — lower away handsome— How 
does father do, I ask you ? what cheer over head? 
where's sister Agnes ? shew that fellow to a M^arm 
birth by the kitchen fire, I'll rig myself in the 
galley, I've a better jacket in the bundle. Go 
along, Bumbo'at, and make ready. 

Tip, Welcome, welcome, master Davy : the 
tap shall run old October for this fortnight. 

Joyce. Lord love him, he's as humoursome as 
ever: come along, brother, follow. 

[Ej:eunt Servants and Bumboat. 

Mrs. Part. Lackaday, master Davy, a woeful 
change in this house since you left it. 

Davy. What's the matter now j has father kickt 
the bucket? 

Mrs. Part. I don't know what that may be, an 
like you, but Sir Solomon has married another 
wife. 

Davy. Is that all ? and what's become of sister 
Agnes ? Is she come to her moorings under Cape 
Rugg, or out upon a cruise yet ? 

Mrs. Part. Miss Agnes is single, and as pretty, 
and ^s gay, and as good-humour'd as ever : but 
poor Sir Solomon — 

Davy. Is not the wisest of his name ; I never 
thought he was-^^and my mother-in-law is a 
termagant. 

Mrs. Part. That she is, and a papish, which is 
more ; and she keeps a huge lazy fellow of a 
friar in the house^ one father Sullivan. 

Davy. Does she so? 'tis all before the wind 
with father then I see, he may e'en take in his 
sipall sails before the mast, when she has got 
such a bouncing driver at her poop. 

Mrs. Part. Driver indeed,? they drive at a 
fine rate truly, they have drove every thing out 

G2 
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of the window in this poor house ; there's thft 
hilliard-chamber turn'd into a chapel, would you 
think it? all the fine old brown wainscot stript 
off, the arras that I have brush'd these forty 
years unript, and a parcel of trumpery paper 
pasted up in its ste^d ; the canopy bedsteads 
that went up to the cieling with plumes and 
tassels at the tpp, laid smack and smooth, and 
crammM into corners. 

Davy. Aye, aye, they were too taunt; 'twas 
well considered. 

Mrs. Part. Then my mistress wants to make 
a match with your sister and her nephew Pat 
Carey, and my poor master he's persuaded into 
any thing. 

Davy. But what says Agnes to the matter ? Is 
she agreeable ? 

Mrs. Part. Agreeable ! Lackaday, she hates 
him, and is as melancholy on the occasion as 
midnight— besides, for a fine, young, buxom thing 
like miss to take up with such a whipster as Pat 
Carey, a rickety bandy brat, that does not come 
up to her apron string — a tadpole of a fellow 
With a head like a moon lanthorn, with no better 
reversion than a horsepond for his inheritance, 
a notable match indeed for the loveliest young 
lady in the whole county of Devon. 

Davy. Don't you break your head about that 
business, mother, l^ave me to clap a whiff in his 
ensign, never fear ; I have a letter in my pocket 
will do his business; seaPd orders for another 
course than what he steers, from a tover worth 
a round doz6h of such land lubbers as him. Well, 
Quarter Master, are all things ready in the 
kitchen? 



V 
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Enter Bum boat. 

Bum. Aye, aye, master, all ready. 

Davy. Bear a hand then, I must dowse these 
old trowsers and bend a new suit of rigging, be- 
fore I hail th^ fine folks above stairs. 

Mrs. Part. He looks charmingly ; he's the 
head aud shoulders taller than he was before he 
went to sea. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IH. 

Enter Sir Solomok, Lady Dangle, and Father 
SuLLiVAK, Jrom Garden, through a Glass door. 

Lady D. Positively, Sir Solomon, this gardeu 
front is the moat ridiculous thing upon the face 
of the earth ; 'tis masonry run mad ; such a 
jumble of windows, and doors, and buttresses, 
shouldering one another out of all proportion, 
garnished with weathercocks, and spouts, and 
battlements, like a twelfth cake, with a whole 
rookery of chimnies on the top, the Rock of Lis- 
bon is not more irregular. 

Sir S. Come, come, you have made a tolerable 
morning's work, <— there is the dove-house and 
the dog-kennel under order of execution ; the 
gable end of the parish church sentenc'd without 
reprieve ; I would fain have pleaded benefit of 
clergy for that, but to no purpose, 'tis a lost 
cause, and the sin of heresy into the bargain — 
let me see, there was something else — ay, the 
pear tree wall against the rabbit warren — but 
that has escap'd with transportation, whilst the 
apple-tree orchard, like the protestant martyrs 
by wicked queen Mary, is condemned to the 
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flames — Pretty well all this for one short turn( 
upon the terrace in a summer's morning. 

Zadi/ D. One should rather take it fpr a frosty 
morning by the sharpness of your Wits. 

Sir S. And 'tis well I have 'em, for at this rate, 
by my troth, I shall have little else to live by 
— why l!m not the Prince of Cond6, nor 
John o' Gaunt, nor Friar Bacon, not I, there's 
a bottom to my purse, as well a& an end to my 
patience. 

Zac/i/ D. Well, Sir Solomon, if you have no 
taste to sec my improvements, 6r no candour to 
acknowledge them, it's not my fault, nor will it 
ever be my concern. 

Sir S. Oh yes, my lady, I see *em, feel 'em, and 
confess 'em ; meet 'cm at every turn, hear of 'em 
in all companies, and carry 'em about me wher?- 
ever I go ; I am improved out of my house, and 
at this rate shall be improv'd out of my estate; 
have I ever possest a comfort within these doors 
that has not suffered some improvement? there 
was the little green parlour, which I call'd my 
study, where I hung my fowling pieces and dog- 
couples, a place 1 could call my own, where I 
could ask a favourite fox hound to take a snap 
-with me on occasion, which I may'nt do in any 
of your apartments, why 'tis in improvement, a 
colony of tame pigeons, and a huge aviary of 
small birds have taken possession, and the old 
tenant is ejected. 

Father o. In truth, madam. Sir Solomon has * 
his grievances. 

Sir S. As to what your reverence has under 
settlement, grace forbid I should complain of 
that : 'twas indeed a snug chamber where I ad- 
ministered Burn's Justice, or a tankard of beer 
to my neighbours according to their different 
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occasions; parson and I have play VI many a 
batch at back gammon, and smoak'd many a 
pipe together, but your reverence has improved 
it with so many death's heads and marrow-bones, 
that neither of us care much for coming into 
their company. 

Father S. As to me, Sir Solom^^h, if I have en- 
croach'd upon any of your enjoyments I can 
readily dispense with 'em ; I covet no man's goods. 

Sir S. Such of my goods as you occupy are 
totally at your reverence's service. 

Fath^ St. Nor do I wish to be hook'd into any 
family dispute between man and wife. • 

-Sir S, Tis much more considerate, and like a 
spiritual peace-maker, to comfort either party 
separately — 'Gad I'll pluck up a little courage, 
now son David is come home — but where is he? 
Ben ! Will ! Harry 1 Where are all my fellows ? 

Lady D. What is all this racket for, in the 
name of wonder ? 

Sir S. A triflp ! nothing but my son come 
home after thre^ years absence, the heir appa- 
rent of this crooked old castle ; 'twill serve him 
for ballast upon his next voyage; he wbn't find 
a hovel on his estate to shelter a cow, when 
your ladyship has finish'd you? improvements of 
It; — o'my conscience I believe I shall volunteer 
the next trip with bin) myself, — Your ladyship 
has tuili'd my beds into hammocks, 'tis only 
changing my parlour for ^ cabin, and the thing 
i3 done. 

Enter Davy. 

Va^. Father! 

Sir S. Davy ! my son Davy I how dost thou, 
jny brave boy ? 
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Davy. Brave and hearty, thank you father-*. 
Servant, madam, humble servant, doctor. 

Father S. You are welcome home, young gen- 
tleman. [Exeunt Sullivan and Lady Dangle* 

Davy. Thank you : — ^What, they won't bring 
to: not they, egad, — they stand right on. — 
Father, is that the woman you have married ? 

Sir S, Aye boy, that's she. 

Davy. She carries her ports high — and what's 
he that has her under convoy ? 

Sir S. Her confessor, her — 

Davy. Say no more, father, I apprehend you : 
one of the Pope's gallies; a'goes monstrously by 
the head. 

Sir S. No, no, /tis I that go by the head, Davy. 

Davy. Oh, that's it — He has got foul of your 
carv'd work, has he, the thief? If I had him 
aboard, he should soon have a wife of his own. 

Sir S. What dost thou mean by that, boy ? 

Davy. Why, I'd marry. him to the gunner's 
daughter, as they call it, warm his hide with a 
round dozen or two, that's what I would do for 
hirti— But where's sister Agnes all this while? 

Sir S. Who waits there ? 

Enter Servant. 

Send my daughter hither, tell her her brother is 
arriv'd. 
• Serv. My young lady is out a walking. • 

Si7\S. Go in search of her. [Exit Servant. 

Da'cy. But where did you come athwart my 
lady, father? 

Sir S. Why as luck would have it, in Lisbon, 
Davy ; a fever I caught at an election dinner, 
settled on my lungs, and I was fain to go to 
Lisbon ia the packet for my recovery— Agnes 
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went with me, we lodged in a bouse with this 
gentlewoman ; she spoke English, and I could 
not speak Portugueze, and in short, Davy, so it 
happened, I know not how — but I married hen 

Davy. Ay, natural enough in a port — but you 
are not tackt in the lungs still, father? Your 
pipe seems clear enough now. 

Sir S. Yes, yes, my lad, now death would be 
my deliverance, I'm in no danger of it — but 
you don't tell me how you like the sea, Davy ? 

Davj/. ^ Very v/ ell in fair weather; just like 
matrimony. 

Sir S. And have you brought home any prize- 
money ? 

Davy. Not much of that, father. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. One Mr. Daggerly and a young lady 
desire to wait upon your worship. 

Sir S. Shew tnem in. [Exit Sere. 

Davy. Who's tfiat I wonder? 

Sir S. A friend of our priest's ; I've a swarm 
of 'em about me; the crows will flock to the 
carcass of an ass. 

Enter Daooerly and Kitty Carrinoton. 

Dag. Sir Solomon, I kiss your hands. I beg , 

Sermission to present my niece, Miss Carrington: 
jtty, make your reverence to the gentlemen. 
I impose a dreadful task. Sir Solomon, on the 
modesty of my nature, when I am compelled to 
'be my own introduction; biit my friend, Mr. 
Sullivan, I perceive, is elsewhere. 

Davy. He has got a sheathing of copper, not- 
withstanding all his modesty. Servant, Miss, 
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Kitty. Humble servant, sin— Pray you noM% 
"what may it be o'clock? Fm as hungry as a hawl^ 

Dag. Kitty, Kitty, recollect yourself. 

Kitty. Why so I do, uncle, but we have been 
so jolted, and jostled in that filthy diligence. 

Dag. Hush, child, hush. 

Sir S. You are from London, sir ? 

Dag. I am from the metropolis, sir; a tour of 
curiosity brought me into these parts; I ana 
prodigiously fond of a sea port ; there is some^ 
thing peculiarly animating in the contemplation 
of our naval armaments; I have an enthusiasm 
^For my country, and the fitting out of a fleet is 
a spectacle I aelight in — this young gentleman, 
I perceive, is in the service, — your son, I pre- 
sume, sir Solomon. 

Sir S. My ^on at your service. 

Dag. I know a little of the navy myself; we 
have had hard gales in the Channel. 

Davy. Fisherman*s gales, south-west, and by 
south. 

Dag. An apt navigator, I'perceive you can 
box your compass; there's a frigate come iii 
with a Spanish prize. 

Davy. So they say. 

Dag. Cruelly maul'd ; they say the Spaniard 
would have taken her if a line of battle ship had 
not come in sight. 

Da^. Aye, aye! 

Dag. Nay, I am well assur'd she struck her 
colours, that our people ran from their guns, and 
the captain took 'em down with his own hand. 

Davy. And do you believe it ? 

Dag. Why should I not? 

Davy. Because it's a lye, and so I tell you. 

Dag. A lye, youngster ! 

SirS* Davy,Davy, you don't know what you say. 
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Dflry. The devil I don't, father, when I was iri 
the action myself: what does he know of the 
matter, for to go to tell me what I saw with my 
own eyes. The Spaniards fought their ships well, 
like brave fellows, I don't say to the contrary, 
I should be a scrub if I did ; but we fought a 
little better, else we should never have taken 
her. Why she over-rated us out of the world ; 
and as for another ship of ours in sight, why I 
won't call it a lye, because it*s not polite, but 
it's an errant flam, d'ye see. 

Sir S. And wast thou in the fight, my brave 
]boy ? You never told me of this, Davy. 

Davy. Why should I, father ? what signifies 
talking of those things ? for my part 'tis-nothing, 
we do as we are bid — but when the courage of 
my captain comes to be overhaul'd, as if he 
had dows'd the colours, d'ye see, its false rec- 
koning, and so I'll maintain it to the best he 
that ever wore a head. 

Sir S. And so thou shalt, my boy, it does thee 
credit, and if this gentleman is a true English- 
man, he will like thee the better for it. We 
have the world for our enemies, the least we 
can do is to stand by each other — but here 
comes my lady. 

Enter Father Sullivan and Lavy Dangls. 

Dag. Your ladyship's most obedient. 

Father S. My dearest friend, let me take you 
}n my arms — Who's this young lady with you, 
Mr. Daggerly ? 

Dag. My niece Carrington, you have often 
heard me talk of my niece. 

Father S. [apart.\ Your niece, indeed ! 

Lady D. Mr. Sullivan, you can amuse your 
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friend till dinner time by shewing him the 
house ; this young lady will be glad to visit her 
apartment. Come, miss, I'll shew you the way. 

[Exeunt Lady Dangle and Kitty. 

Ddgp Harkec, Kitty, carry yourself discreet- 
ly — A ward of mine, Sir Solomon, a child of my 
own training, a sheet' of white paper for innor- 
cence. 

Sir S. If a man was to draw a bill upon her 
paper tho', I'm mistaken if she would refuse 
payment upon sight. Come, Davy, we will leave 
the friends to themselves. Every man to his 
own vocation till dinner time. 

Davy. Never fear but we shall rendezvous, on 
the signal for anchoring in Table Bay. 

[Exeunt Sir Solomon and Davy. 

Father S. And is this young woman that you 
travel with, a necessary part of your equipage ? 
^ Dag. Indispensible ! a girl of her sort answers 
a double purpose, cheers the hours of a man of 
business, and blinds the ^yt% of the inquisitive 
and curious ; — when I saunter carelesslv thro' 
the dock with my girl upon my arm, wno will 
think that I am at that instant taking measures 
of its destruction? 

Father S. I differ from you in opinioui and 
see more danger in the expedient tnau discre- 
tion ; but we'll talk more upon that subject in a 
fitter place. — I always thought your vices would 
follow you to the grave, now I perceive they 
are likely to lead you thither. [Exeunt. 



THE WALLOONS. 9$ 



ACT n. SCENE L 

Sir Solomon's. 
Enter Davt and Agnes, 

Agnes. At last we're alone, and now for my 
letter — a thousand welcomes, my dear boy, and 
a thousand, thousand thanks — I thought they 
never would have arisen from table. 

[reads letter. 

Davy. *Tis a perilous long scrawl ; I can't for 
the heart of me conceive what folks in love can 
write about. Well, to be sure, I hate it mortally, 
I never could bring myself to send the scrape of 
a pen to father since I've been out — not one : 
if a body keeps up a fairish reckotiing, that's 
well enough for one I think : why, to be sure, he 
must have copied out of the log-book, what else 
can a man in a ship hav^e to write about ; does 
he tell yoft any thing of the gale of/ wind we 
had off IJshant 1^ 

Agnes. Breezes, Davy, breezes, zephyrs that 
waft the soft sighs of love, as tenner as the 
breath of man e'er drew, and you shall hear 
them ; listen, my dear boy, listen and you shall 
hear the sweetest words, 

Davy. But indeed I wont ; I'd rather hear the 
howling of a cottage cur ; if you are pleas 'd I'm 
content; that's enough; Montgomery is an 
honest fellow, and a brave heart, and a seaman's 
friend; and though he mounts a Spanish cockade, 
has a blind side towards. Old England d'ye see, 
and for that I like him; therefore, sister, if 
you're agreed, make short work of it, open your 
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mind to father, and there's an end : — aftiif 
making such a wise match for himself^ he can't 
complain of ^oiirs. 

Agnes. That will bear a doubt, but marrying 
Montgomery is out of the question. 

Davy What, you won't have him because his 
father forfeited his estate. 

T>a^y. No, Davy, no, that will never be my 
objection to Montgomery — I have a soul above 
such considerations. 

Davy. Why I hope you have, Agnes —but then 
dy'e see, it can be nothing else than his religion. 

Agnes. I could get over that too in a husband, 
provided he was as well disposed to toleration, 
as I am. Montgomery is a man of sense, and 
has sufFer'd enough for his religion to be sincere 
in it ; I can make no objection to him on that 
score. 

Davy. Why no, Agnes, in your way he may be 
as fit for service, but in ours it won't do to be 
praying to Santiago and San Antonio, when one 
good seaman in foul weather is worth two saints 
in any weather* 

Agnes. It may be so — but don't think I would 
marry any man in the uniform of an enemy! — 
I would die first — his poverty I would share,-^ 
his religion let him keep to himself — but.Engr 
land is my country, and I will never renounce 
it — but here comes a husband of my good mother- 
in-law's recommending, behold a sample of her 
choice — 

Enter Pat Carey. 

,Now^ cousin Carey, who sent you out upon dis- 
covery ? what cat's in the barn, that your owl 
flies out at the window ? 
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Pat. Be quiet, miss Agnes, and let Ime pass 
about my business, youVe for ever a jeering and 
flouting at me. 

Agnes. Oh you unthankful thing you, did not 
I stand between you and a good horse- whipping 
t' other day, when father Sullivan surpriz'd you 
in the heretical act of reading Bell and the Dra- 
gon, to the maids in the laundry? and what book 
have you got under your arm now ? the Calendar 
of Compliments. 

Pat. Tis no such thing; so let me go I do 
desire of you. 

Agnes. But I will see what it is ; do you know 
what it is to pique a lady's curiosity. 

Pat. Not I, I never had nothing to say to 
none of them; but if you must know, 'tis a 
Thomas Aquinas, burst it, I've a whole page to 
get by heart before vespers : I would it was iu 
the fire for me. 

Davy. Give me, and I'll heave it overboard in 
a hurry; there it goes ; he never took such a 
jump in his life. 

Pat. The lud ha' mercy on my poor bones ; 
they'll rattle for this. 

Davy* Never fear, my stout fellow^ I'll stand 
by you— What, 'tis time to ha' done being a 
school-boy. Snap your fingers at daddy Sullivan ; 
value him not a rope's end. 

Pat. Aye but it's a godly book, and it's a sin 
for to throw it out of the window. 

Agnes. Not at all, if he's a true saint, he would 
light on his legs, though he tumbled from the 
top of the house. 

Pat. But will you stand by me, cousin Agnes, 
and you, master Davy ? 

Davy. To the last; pluck up a good heart and 
fear nothing. . 



96 THE WALLOONS. 

Pat. Why, there then let him sowsc, and get 
up as fast as he can — By jingo this is rare, Fm 
glad you*re come amongst us — Oh, but I forget 
to tell you, miss, your father wants you to play 
a tune to him in the music rooms, he bid me 
send you to him out of hand. 

Agnes. And if you had not done it, 't would 
be more than that head of thine is worth. - 

[Exit Agnes. 

Pat. But you'll not flinch me after all, cousin 
Davy ? 

Davy. True blue never flinches ; though his 
mettle be heavier than ours, we are two to one, 
and that you know is odds — Never fear but we 
will pepper his running rigging— We'll make 
him scud I warrant you. 

Pat. He hits woundy hard ; he has got a back- 
handed flick with him, *that makes one's ears 
sing Miserere for an hour : then he jerks me in 
such short ribbers De Profundis, that one's guts 
set up a howl as if a pack of hounds were in 'em 
— he can tip you the fifth button to a hair. 

Dceoy. Is that his game? Why then, d'ye see, 
we'll fortify the bread room with a can of stout 
rumbo ; our way at sea is to clear ship for action, 
by land they fight best with full stomachs. 

Enter Kitty Carrinoton. 

Kitty By my faith I'm glad I've found you : 
never was so trr'd in my born days: mercy be 
good unto me, what a stiff starch'd piece of for- 
mality this lady of yours is ! Why I had quite 
and clean other notions of the country, than I 
find it: I ,thought it was all joy and jollity, that 
you all talk'd and laugh'd, and drank at one and 
the same time ; that your dinners consisted of 
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roasft beef, fat turkies andplum-'puddingSy with 
buckets of beer, and bowls of punch I could 
swim in — that a country squire was a sleek, rosy, 
round-fac'd man, sitting in his elbow chair, with 
his family about him, smother'd in the smoke of 
hfs tobacco pipe ; but I find it clear another 
case ; my lady as prim as if she was sitting for 
her picture — Sir Solomon as melancholy as a 
moulting chicken, and every body in the 
dumps, and the country the completest bore in 
the universe. 

Davy. Come then, my lass, you shall go with 
ns into the cable-tier ; and we'll have a little 
chat over a tiff of grog. 

Kitty. Any where rather than back again to 
the parlour. A quaker's meeting, or a methodist 
conventicle, is^ a merry meeting compared to 
that. 

Davy. You shall mess with us in a snug birth 
of my own ; 'tis Saturday night, and that's a rule 
with us at sea to drink our wives and mistresses; 
now you shall be both one and t'other. 

Kitty. How can that be, I would fain kno\V^? 

Davy. Why you shall be his wife and my mis- 
tress. 

Kitty. That's what you sailors call working 
double tides, is- it not? ' What say you to that, 
young Obadiah. 

Fat. So my aunt ccHisents, I shall not gainsay 
it. Love begets love, they say, and you are 
civiller to me by one half than my cousin Agnes : 
she has seen the world, and sets me at nought. 
She's a wit, and calls names, but you're good- 
natur'd, and no whit wiser than myself, 

Kitty. Aye, that you learnt from my uncle 
yonder, he's always snubbing one, and calling 
one fool before company: but I'll tell you ft 

VOL. I. H 
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secret — he's no uncle of mine— rl'll play htm % 
trick before I'm a day older, mark my wordi 
for that, 

I)avy. And I'll make onp in the fray; come, let 
U9 go and hatch mischief. 

Pat. Oh ! if I cQuld but hamper that pld hob- 
goblin of a friar^ how I would make him roar for 
]^t I Huntsman and I once put a hedge-hog in 
his bed, but I don't know how it happened, he 
iw(as never a whit the worse for it, wnilst Dolly 
the chambermaid was laid up with a sore foot 
for a fortnight. 

Kitty. Do you know, I don't think you alto- 
gether so intolerable, to be sure you are of the 
ahprtest, but that I could eke out iu time ; face 
about — So, what journeyman botcher cas'd you 
in this doublet — You've a ragged head of hair of 
your own — Faugh ! 

^ Pat. Tis rather of the straightest : but that 
comes of fietty the laundress not allowing me a . 
night-cap; but aunt says I shall have side curls, 
and a false tail, upon Michaelmas day. 

Davy^ And that's a bloody day in the goose's 
cal^ndar^ Come, about ship ! Let us get our 
liquor on board, and then ror a cruize against 
the enemies of fun and good fellowship — Make 
s^il, my good boy, I'll take the nymph frigate in 
tow — Come, my brave girl ! give a round turn 
tp your ha^^ers and scud. [He takes her arm. 

[Ej^cunt. 

SCENE 11. 

EnterFather S^x^livan and DAcoERtY. 

Dag. I found two of them that spoke English, 
they told me they had been takeu oif the port 



THE WALLOONS. 99 

of Cadk ; both are men of sense, mad the elder 
an officer of rank and experience; I sound jsd 
them at first warily, and at a distance, but 
finding them, upon discourse, men to my mind^ 
made, as if by measure^ for my purpose, I open'd 
to them the whole of our desiirn. 

Father S. Did you so, Mr. Daggerly, then I 
think you went great lengths upon a short ac* 
quaintance, greater than any prudent man is 
warranted to go ; you say they spoke English- 
were they native Spaniards ? 

Dag. I did not ask the question ; but should 
think by their dialect they were not. 

Father S. Why, then> 1 tell you, and remem* 
her what I tell you, if they have a drop of 
English blood in their veins, they are not fit 
associates in our design. 

Dag. What then do yon say to me, who am 
an Englishman? 

Father S. That's an interrogatory to which I 
decline an answer. — Remember, this project of 
setting fire to the shipping is a cockatrice of 
your owvir hatcWmgf and the only help I can sab^ 
scribe to your undertaking is my prayers : unless 
indeed you should need any spiritual assistance 
before you are run up to the yard-arm in a 
ncmse* 

Dag. Do you run back from your engage^ 
ments ? Do you start and fly ofi^ in the crisis of 
projection ?> And do you think to palm that 
aorry fetch upon one of my experienee, upon 
one that knoH's you ? — Has the gold of France 
stuck to my fingers only, and not fill'd your 
palm? Vulture.as thou art, when I have pick'd 
It up hy grams, thou hast gorg'd it by mouthfuls. 

Father S, Tis false 1 \ ou swallow it as deep 
as hell, greedy as the grave, but lifeless as the 
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corpse that fills it Then you have the carnal 
petulance of a monkey ; witness this trollop 
ivihoin you rail about. Arc you a man of great 
occasions, you an engine in the hand of fate to 
maim the empire at a blow? Holy St. Francis, 
what a stroke to set this fleet blazing ! — what a 
bonfire for the foes of Britain, for France, for 
Europe, for the world, for, on my conscience, it 
is all in league against them. 

Dag. Fine talk, and that's your fort — I've long 
remark'd it, you have words at will, but, in the 
day of danger, you can turn a^d double, and go 
every way except right on — I can liken thee to 
nothing better than a piper, uttering fine tones 
when slightly touch 'd, but griped too hard, the 
hollow reed is shiver'd and becomes unservice- 
able. 

Fathers. What are your services, I fain 
would ask ? 

Dag. Better in all respects than yours. 

Father S. 'Tis false. A newspaper retail of 
threadbare information, a string of paltry essays, 
which our common article-mongers shall give 
you cheaper and better in the open market of 
treason : you are no more than a petty pilferer 
at a fire, snatching by piece-meal what you 
should demolish in the gross: the mere hen^ 
roost robber of the state. 

Dag. Don't provoke me, Sullivan, your life is 
in my power; and if it were not for that cloak 
thou hast borrowed of religion, I'd drag thee by 
the throat to the gallows, thou Jesuit in the 
frock of a friar. 
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Enter Lady Dahqle hastily. 

Lady D. Bless me, gentlemen — Is any thing 
the matter? 

Father S. As^ow, my dearest daughter, what 
should be the matter ? 

Lady D. You were very loud/ I protest I 
thought you were at high words with each 
other* 

Father 5L Ha ! ha! ha ! how natural was your 
mistake: my friend Mr. D^ggerly was plea- 
santly recounting an adventure on the road, and 
the gentle susceptibility of your nature coii»- 
strued it into a quarrel. 

Lady D. And was that all ? 

Father S. Nothing in life more certain. 

Lady D. Upon your word ? 

Father S. Upon the word and veracity of a 
priest : a droll rencontre on the road ; if you'll 
go back to the dtawiHg room, I'll repeat it to 
you after my wa^, and I'm mistaken if you do 
«uot join as heartily in the laugh as either of.ua: 
come, my good friend, you deserve to hear your 
story murder'd by my telling, for frightening her 
ladyship— but harkce, Daggerly, pitch your voice 
a note lower when you tell tiiat story another 
time — a full note lower do you mind-^hang dog. 
[Aside. Exeunt Father S. and Lady D. 

Dag. Hell-hound ! oh that I had my fingers 
at his wind-pipe. [Exit Dag. following. 

Enter AovfEs and Servant. 

Agnes. Where is the foreign officer who deli- 
ver'd this note to you ? 

Serv. I left him at the garden-lodgei he said 
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he would wait there for your answer ; he is at- 
tended by a Serjeant . 

Agnes. Did you carry no message to my father? 

Sero. None; he desired, the note might be 
given into no hands but yours. 

Agnes. i[asideJ\ I'm puzzled tiow to act. It 

Eains me to deny myself, and yet I don^t know 
our I can with propriety receive his visit. At 
the garden-lodge you say ? 

Sero. Yes, madam. 
* {Agnes. Present my compliments to captain 
Montgomery : say that I am walking out, and if 
it is agreeable to him to take a short turn in the 
shrubbery, I'll meet him in the horn* bean walk 
— you can shew him to the place-^-go, deliver 
what I tell you. [Hveunt severally. 



SCENE III. 
The Garden. 

I • / 

Enter MtivroofuznY meeting Agnes, runs and 

kisses her lumd. 

Mont I am blest to meet you : this concession 
was most kind — the same sweet nature that I 
knew at Lisbon, with beauty more matured. 

Agnes. But you, methinks, are altered. 

Mont. By the addition of my chains^ 

Agnes. By the addition of an hostile uniform : 
the livery of the house of Bourbon; weVe ene- 
mies enougii, God knows, and you have added 
to the number, a generous one no doubt, but 
still an enemy. 

Mont. A prisoner, if you please, for such I an^ 
in every sense; how can I be an enemy on this 
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j^ound, where the brother has possessioti of tnf 
sword, and the sister of my soul. 

Agnes. But an exchange may set you free,. 

Mont. In one sense only; in the other^ I am 
everlastingly enslaved* 

Agnes. I'm sorry for it. 

Mont. You've made a better choice ; you've 
wisely banish'd from your thoughts an outlawed 
adventurer, a wretch whose sole inheritance is 
an attainder; one> whom an unhappy attachment 
to his religioh, compels him for support to bathe 
his sword, howe'er reluctant, in the bowels of hii 
Country. ^ . ' 

Agnes. You was not in the Spanish service^ 
when I knew you at Lisbon. 

Mont. I was then supported by the precarious 
bounty of an uncle in London; that resource 
stopt, and, as I was not born for carrying burdens. 
I carried arms ; the service of Spain oifer'd, and 
I enter'd a cadet in the Walloons. Can you con- 
demn me? I serve for bread, and oot by choice. 

Agnes. O Montgomery ! Montgofflefy ! but 
go on. 

Mont. I wa(s kound with a party of tec^^uits^ 
to Minorca, when your frigate brdiight us to 
action otF the coast of Spain ; we were evidently 
fifuperior, yet the fight was obstinately maintained. 
O my Agnes, suffer me so tacall you once mor^, 
what I felt when I saw the English colours fly, 
and heard the English sailors cheer, no language 
(ian express. Desperate at length they grappled 
and boarded us, a youthful hero, in the ardor of 
attack, was amongst the first that leap'd upon 
the gangway ; he fell in the attempt, and I nad 
him down at the point of my sword ; bis early 
couragefhis defenceless posture, or call it rather 
the immediate influence of thy guardian angel, 
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stopt the. stroke— - — He was the brother of njy 
Agnes. 

Agnes. May Heaven reward your magnanimity, 
and may no British weapon ever find your heart! 
Suffer me, I beseech you, to present you to my 
father. I have very little interest in this family, 
but such obligations cannot pass without acknow- 
ledgment. 

Mont. Excuse me for the present ; I am here 
under guard, and must return immediately. One 
thing I cannot excuse myself from mentioning 
to you under the. seal of secrecy, and in the way 
of prevention against alarm, which is, that you 
have a traitor in your.house. 

Agnes. A traitor ! 

Mont. An incendiary of the blackest sort; a 
visitor in your family : one Daggerly. 

Agnes. The villain! I can readily belieye it; 
jbut how have you. discovered him ? / 

Mont. He has been, tampering with the .co- 
Jonelof my company, a fellow-prisoner of mine, 
but one top well attach'd to England to.conspire 
with assassins for its destruction; I will not 
.trouble you with a long story, but he has im* 
peach'd him to the commanaant at Plymouth, 
and will be here upon assignation befqre sun-rise 
to-morrow ; when, upon getting the proofs in his 
hands, the traitor will be arrested on the spot. 
I am sure you will not suffer this affair to pass 
your lips ; I shall accompany him, when that is 
over, you will tionour my friend and me by pre- 
senting us to your father ; — and I ;am bold to 
jsay, a worthier man than Don Vincepte, Europe 
dojes not contain. 

Agnes. I am all astonishment ! and who is this 
brave ^emy — who is this good Don Vincente ? 

Monf. An exil'd Briton like myself. 
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Agnes. O England I England ! when wilt thou 
awake from this unnatural lethargy ! 

Mont. I shall have more to tell you then, and 
something to surprise you; something, let me 
hope, to please you ; when next we meet, per- 
haps I shall not be the enemy of England. 

Agnes. You are the friend, the guardian of it; 
and its gratitude^ I will believe it, shall restore 
you what your fathers not yourself have forfeited. 

Mont. We'll hope the best — If I might flatter 
myself your heart was. vacant — 

Agnes. No, 'tis full; it overflows with grati- 
tude, with admiration ; melted with pitv, and — 

Mont. Oh stop not — I'm agoniz'd to.hear you 
conclude. 

Agnes. Oppress'd with love. 

Mont. Thus, thus let me express my joy; I 
cannot hold it back ; it rushes on my heart-^^nd 
I must eive it vent or die* 

y^qlls on his knees, seizes both her hands, she 
drops on his neck and weeps. 

Agnes. Oh, sir, you're noble ; I hav^ said too 
much: release me, or I f^int — farewell. 

Mont. To morrow. 

Agnes. Till then farewell. 

Mont. One word, and' then I go. If our in- 
telligence involves a priest retain'd in your fa- 
mily, I hope he is no friend of yours. . 

Agnes. My friend ! — my horror — my aversion. 

Mont. Till then farewell; may every saint in 
Heaven be your guard. [Ejcunt severally. 
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SCENE IV. 
A Chamber. 

Davt, Pat^ and Kitty, at a Table with Glasses, 
4rc« Ti?PL£, JoYC£, and Servants attending. 

lip. Lord love him how comical he is I This 
is rare now, the old house looks as it should do. 
He makes my eyes run over with laughter. 

Joyce. Merryrests his heart ! Mioe leaps five^ 
barr'd gates with joy* 

Kitty. Davy— 

Davy. What say'st thou, my doxy ? 

Kitty. Make Pat sing me that song again, that 
you taught him, about the fight at sea. 

Serv. Do, do, master Pat, sing it once again*. 

Davy. Uawi in the slack then, boys. Hand 
ns a tifFof grog: why, Pat, your eyes are set in 
vout head — Dowse the glims, my heart, and^turn 
in ; all hands to sleip, like a Dutchman in a 
trade wind. 

Kitty. No, no, the song, the song. 

Davy. Then hang my old hat upon your bulk- 
head ; here goes — Messmates^ turn your wigs-^ 
OflF with the old jig. 

4 

SONG. 

1. 

*Twas up the wind three leagues and mare, 

We spied a lofty sail ; 
Set your top^gallant sails, my boys, 

And closely hug the gale. 



I. 
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Nint knoU the nhnble Milfard ran^ 

TkuSy thui the master cried^ 
Hull up she raised the chase in view, 

And soon teas side by side. 

2. 

Dowse your Dutch ensign^ up St. George, 

To quarters now all hands ; 
With lighted match beside his gun. 

Each British warrior stands. 
GiveJirCj our gallant captain cries, 

'71* itowe, the cannons roar^ 
Stand clear, Alonsieurs, digest these pills 

^nd then we'll send you more. 

s. 

Our chain-shot whistles in the wind, 

Our grape descend like hail ; 
Hurrah, my souls I three cheering shouts, 

French hearts begin to quail 
And see *tis done^ she strikes, she yields ; 

Downy haughty flag of France : 
Now board her, boys, and on her staff 

The English cross advance. 



4. 

There let it €*oerfly, my hearts. 

To awe these Gallic slaves. 
So freely toss the can aboht^* 

For Tritons rule the waves, 
There let it ever fly, &;c, S^c. 

[A violent knocking at the door. 
Davy. Ahoy! there! who's wiihout? 
Father S. [without.l Op«i the door, 'tiia L 



% 
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Tip. Mercy. Upon W, 'tis Mr* SuUiynn — Away, 
away ! — [SercanU MCfsnt with: glasses hastily. 

Davy. A topsail vessel, by the Lord Harry : 
clear the shio, my brave boys. 

Father S. [without.] Open the door, I say; or 
I'll burst it— 

Pat. Old Father Francis ! Let him enter, I'll 
keep my post. 
l^Sits at table with Dirvy^shat on. Davy opens the doof\ 

Enter Father S ulliva n. 

Dwoy. There, sir, we've no close quarters: 
how do you like us now you see us ? 

Fathers, Here's the whelp that I am in search 
of. Why, you ungracious imp, are these your 
frolics ? SiiTah, you are tipsey — 

[Sullivan shakes Pat by the shoulder. 

Pat. Well, and what do you infer from that ? — 
That I have been drinking, I suppose. 

Father S. That you'll be scourg'd, you impi- 
ous prophaner of a peaceful family :• is this the 
education I havej given you? are -thesd your 
vespers ? 

Pat. Yes, and the more shame yours for in- 
terrupting my devotions. 

Father S. This comes of keeping company 
with reprobates and roysters — He was an inno- 
cent lad, young man, till you came into the 
house — Evil communication corrupts good man- 
ners. 

Davy. Aye, so they say — that you cribb'd out 
of the copy book. 

Father S. I'll copy this fellow — Sirrah, where's 
my Thomas Aquinas ? 

Pat. Where I wish you'd follow him. 

Father S. And where is that, graceless ? 
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Pa/. Hoisted out at the window. If you 11 
jump after him, you'll overtake him on the 
garden steps. 

Father S. Shall I so^ — you unfledg'd cuckoo — 
shall I so. [Sullivan pulls Pat out of the chair^ 

he Jails on the ground. 

Pat. Help, Christian people !— for the love of 
mercy, help I — 

J^ter Lady Dangle, awrf Servants with lights. 

Lady D. What is the cause of all this outcry? 

Davy. Cause enough, my lady ; this two-handed 
son of the church has kilTd your nephew. 

Lady D. The Lord be good unto me — Help 
me to lift him up ; — here, chafe his temples with 
lavender water ; I don't see any bruises he has 
about biral Where are you hurt, my dear? 

Pat^ Inward bruises ! Inward bruises ! he 
knock'dme down like a calf. 

Fathpr S. Tis false — In short the truth speaks 
for itself, — you see the lad is tipsey. 

Pat. Giddy with my fall, no more — As for 
tipsey, that's a fetch of his own ; where should 
we get Kquor ? who should give it us ; I'll be 
judg'd by the servants, if we've had a drop since 
dinner. 

Sera. Not a drop, not aidrop. 

jilL > A clear case. 

Father S, A most audacious falsehood ! they'll 
witness any thing for him, or against me. 

Ztf^Z). Take him to his chamber. 

Davy. Aye, take him to the doctor to be drest. 

Pat. Thank you, but I have had my dressing 
by the doctor already ; leave my bodily wounds 
to get wejl of themselves — but to take away my 
reputation-^to say I was tipsey 1 oh, shocking 
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and abominable ! it cuts me to the heart, fbther, 
to think what you must have upon your con- 
science — If your reverence preaches against 
lying any more, I hope the devil will make one 
of your congregation, for there's nobody but 
the old one himself can come within a bar's 
length of you at that sport. 

Sero. Poor thing ! Poor thing I 

[Exeunt Pat^ Davy^ and Servants. 

Lady D, And now, Mr. Sullivan, you have 
taken your leave of ray nephew's tuition. 

Father & With all my heart, madam, and of 
your bouse too. 

La^ D. And pray, miss, how came^ you in 
this company ? 

Kitty. Meaning me,< madam? 

LaAf D. You, madam. 

Kitty. Because I preferr'd their merry meet- 
ing to the grave solemnity of a silent meeting. 

Lady D. If my company does not suit, you 
bad best resort to what vou like better ; you'll 
find society at Plymouth, more to your taste, 
mine is no disorderly family ; I keep no house 
of entertainment for travellers of your de- 
scription. 

Kitty. No, in truth ; I find no entertainment 
in it. 

Lady D. Saucy minx t [Eait Laiy Dangle. 

Kitty. Ha ! ha ! ha 1 bellweather I Well, sir, 
and what is your pleasure? am I to undergo 
your discipline as well as my lady's ? 

Father S. No ; I admire your spirit. 

Kitty. Indeed! 

Father S. What's more, I am charmed with 
your wit. 

Kitty. My wit r 

Father S. And let me whisper in your ear, I 
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like your person. Quit this Daggerly you are 
in company with, and attach yourself to me; nay, 
never nesitatCy I know you — know you arc no 
niece of his : come, walk this way — IVe some* 
thing to impart to you. 

[Exeunt Sullivan and Kitty. 
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ACT IIL 

Enter Father Sullivan andT>hGGE^LY. 

Father S. We are more private in this room ; 
and now, Mr. Daggerly, if I was a man new or 
unknown to you, I might expect to find some 
want of credit for what I am about to say; but 
having been long acquainted, I persuade myself 
you will believe me when I tell you that I am 
incapable of malice and dissimulation ; the infir* 
mities of human nature who is free from ? and 
I am free to own a hastiness of temper is my 
fault; a sudden susceptibility; a momentary 
spark; no more — if I nave offended you, I ask 
your pardon; give me your hand. I hope wc 
are friends. 

Dag. Why to be sure, if what you say — but 
in matters of honour I am nice to a degree — 
however, an apology from a gentleman to a gen- 
tleman, there is no holding out against that — 
there is my hand, and where I give my hand, I 
give my heart — I believe there does not live a 
man of a more forgiving temper thto myself. 

Father S. Humility becomes me ; it is the 
characteristic of my profession; but let me say 
for myself, that sullenness and revenge never had 
place in my bosom ; — no, what yoii see me, that 
I am, a plain, warm man, that love my friend, 
incapable of dissimulation; be my failings what 
they may, I thank providence, hypocrisy is not 
amongst the number. 

Dag. Fair reckonings make long friends. 

Father S. And so they do ; fair dealing is the 
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beist, and that reminds me, my good friend, that 
I have some property of yours on account. Your 
quarterage is yet unpaid. — Fve bills upon our 
house in town to the amount — here, will you take 
them? 

Dag. As you please for that ; I never doubted 
your punctuality— Stay, let me see; heyday! this 
overpays me. 

Fathers. No matter, what^ a trifle between 
friends? let it lie over, we can settle balances 
at any future time. 

Dag. I will express it so in my receipt. 

Father S. What talk you of receipt ? I will 
not heariof it. 1 Uike receipts of my tradesmen; 
in transactions of honour, honour is my acquit- 
tance — And nbw to business; have yburesolv'd 
Upon y<)i\iT plan of operation ? 

Dag. I think I have digested it pretty tho- 
roughlyi, and with the assistance of these Spa- 
nixids,) I do not see where it can fail. . • 

Fathers. That's well, that's. very well; 'twill 
be a blow ; a brain-blow to this sinking country ; 
this fleet that's now collected is her grand' effort 

Dag. Yes, and her last; and sometimes, fetmc 
own it to you, father, that consideration staggers 

i^tfM^T iS. As how, good friend ? 

Dag. I know not how it is, it touches me with 
something like remorse. 

Father S. A weakness, think no more of it 

Dag. No, no, you've satisfied me on that point 
before; but sonietimels involuntary thoughts will 
disturb the tenor of the firmest resolutions. 

Father S. Why 'so they will; but recollect 
that if, by a stroke like this, you cut the sinews 
of the war, you prevent the effusion of Christian 
blood : what are these armaments but engines of 

YOL. I. I 
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destruction, and who willarraign the man that 
•strikes a sword out of the hands of an assassin? 
When are you to meet these Spaniards ? 

Dag. To-morrOw hy day break in the hazel 
copse at the bottom of the garden ; I settled time 
and place with Montgomery, who wasf here not 
many hours ago. 

jRi/Aer iS. Who is Montgomery? 

Dag, One of the Walloon officers we were 
speaking of; did I never mention his name to 
you before ? 

Fathers. Never. - 

Dagi Nor Drdincourt, die other ? 

Father S. Are you sure that is his uarae ? 

Dag. I am sure he says at is. i 

i^ JRofMer 5. 0f what age may he be ? 

Dag. About my ag«--^^Are you acquainted 
with him, that you enquire about him ? 

Father S. [aside.} That's more thain Flh confess 
to you. —Lam not ; did y6u inform these officers 
of my being a party in the project ? ' \ a . 

Dag. I did. ' . 

Father S. And what said they on the occa- 
sion? , . 

Dag^ It has escap'd me what they said, but I 
think Drelincourt made a trite observation, that 
there was no plot withouta priest in it. 

Father S, It were much to be wish'd,methiaks, 
that you would put your thoughts in writing ; 
precision in orders is the soul of enterprize ; 
these men are strangers, to the place, afid a mis- 
take on their part may be fatal to the whole; let 
me recommend it to you to make a kind of pre^ 
cis of the project — you have time for this before 
you sleep— there are materials in your bed- 
chamber. 

Dag. I think you are in tb^ right— I'll do it.. 
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Father S. Do so — -Nay, man, put a good face 
upon the business. 

Dag. I thiqk I dd-rmy heart is full, farewell. 

[Exit Dag. 

Father S. Remember — So much for Bucking- 
ham— This Drelincourt is certainly the husband 
of my lady Dangle; how strangely incidents, 
combine and double iu my plot. I never can 
believe the?e officers are hearty in the cause, 
nay, I am sure, they will impeach the leaky 
fisilaw,^iaQd hang him : I know the principles of. 
Drelincourt too well to trust him; though dis- 
qualified by his religion, and outlawed for his 
loyialty, still the blockhead is an Englishman in 
spite of: common- s^n$6: I must be beforehand 
in discoyery, and this booby justice ^of peace, 
Sir $ok)mon, is commodious enough for my pur- 
pose: — as fpr her double-dealing ladyship, sq 
sn^ppisb,^ and so insolent of late, I'll lower her 
1;oner^apropos, she's here. 

Enter Lad^ Dangle. She crosses. 

Humph, she's resolv'd to bear it t|irough — My* 
ladyj stop a moment — ^ill you not vouchsafe a 
word-nia look ? am I so out of favour^ so undone 
in your esteem ? 

Lady D. I beg, sir— I desire, Mr. Sullivan-r— , 

Fafhtr S. And I beg too — I have desires-r-nay 

frown not, peaceable, conciliating desjres they, 

are; you have accus'd me wrongfully a'bout your 

nephew, iwh^t of that? I am willing to aak pardon, 

for the wrong L have jeceiy'd, since you are the. 

offender. / .. 

Lady D. Come,. comb, Lknoi¥-rr , ^ 

Father S. What is it you know ? , 

18 
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Lady D. That you are insinuating, subtle, 
flexible, and false. 

Father S. And you are soft, easy, good-natur'd, 
and undone. 

Lady D. What d*ye mean ? 

Father S. In a word you are — Mrs. Drelin« 
court ! — Good night. 

Lady D. Stay, sir, explain your ipeaning. 

Father S. Nay, nothing, but when you are dis- 

Eos'd to receive the visit of an old acquaintance, 
ere is one at hand, no further off than Plymouth. 

Lady D. You speak in riddles. 

Father S. Your husband Drelincourt's among 
the Spanish prisoners — now the riddle's solv'd — 
upon- the sacred honour of my function I speak 
truth— I see you doubt me still, but you may 
satisfy yourself to-morrow. I give you joy* 
What are the vanities of thi6 World to you? the 
calm retirement of a Spanish convent suits your 
temper better; now your pride, yoijr passions, 
conscience, will be put to rest. Farewell. 

Lady D. Tormentor, stay ! — ^O Sullivan, if you 
have sense of pity, if my bounty, if my weakness 
ever touched your heart, or stirr d it in my favour, 
extricate me^t this horrid crisis. [Kneels. 

Father^ S. O you are much too humble, pray 
you rise ; what is it you would have me do r 

Lady D. Conceal me, shelter me from this 
disgrace : — if Drelincourt should claim me, wit- 
ness not against me. You have the proofs, and 
only you. 

Father S. I understand you — you would have 
me forsworn. Not I, for the wojld; I have not 
such a pliaQt conscience ; no, I am not so insi- 
nuating, subtle, flexible, nor false. 

Lady D. Cruel ! consider what I've been to 
you. 
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Father S. Til tell you what you've been ; my 
tyrant and my slave ; all things by turns, but 
all things in extremes. You drew my character, 
now take your own ; you have been wavering, 
weak, perverse, and foolish. Your fondness has 
been freakish, your courtesy offensive, and your 
humility insulting; you are not only a double 
wife but a double woman ; you have more faces 
than you have husbands, more follies than you 
have faults, and more malice than the devil— 
And yet perhaps I may be brought to serve you. 
Lady D. Do that and share my fortune. 
Father S. A small part will serve my turn ; 
but ril not trust to promises— I am resolv'd to 

auit this kingdom, and retire to France, imme- 
iately, to-morrow — my absence sets your heart 
at rest, equip me for my journey, give me cash. 

Lady D. Most readily: what will content 
you? 

Father S. YouVe made a purse, I know you 
have; examine your sCrutorc: go, get you 
hence, and fetch me what you have hoarded 
from your gull, your Solomon. 

Lady D. But will you then be faithful; will 
you not betray me after all ? 

Father S. Til not be haggled with upon con- 
ditions. Go. [Exit Father S. 

Lady D. I must obey him, for the villain has 
me every way in his power ; I must buy out his 
mercenary malice at the price of all my industry 
has scrap'd together; and, for the first time, sa- 
crifice my interest to my reputation : If I could 
retaliate, upon the score of treason, I would 
gladly trap him in his own snares ; but he has 
cunningly contriv'd it so, that the attempt must 
criminate myself— if he retires to France, the 
purchase of his absence cannot be too dear ; — 
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I'll be assur'd that Drelincourt's in England first; 
and for that purpose — 

Enter Sir Solomon and Davy. 

Ah ! you startle me ! 

Sir S. I interrupt your meditations. 

Lady D. Not in the least ; or if you did, it's 
an interruption I must always profit by. 

Sir S. Your most obedient — and I think it 
happy that I hkve found you in a disposition sO' 
obliging. ' / 

Ladt/ D. It is my duty to be found so always. 

Sir S. I hope you're serious ; for I own I have 
thought that word was out of use, in your lady- 
ship's lips at least. s 

Davy. Come, father, bear down at otice, you- 
are fairly to windward; all this is mere manoeu- 
vring. 

Sir S. I have a little proposal to submit to 
you, my dear; a small thing, that for form's 
sake I consult you upon, not in the least doubt- 
ing your most ready concurrence. 

Lady D. Without more preface, what may 
that small thing be. Sir Solomon ? 

Sir S. Nay, in truth, it is not so much my re- 
quest as my son David's. 

Lady D. If anything can add to the pleasure 
I shall take in obeying your commands, my dear, 
it must be the consideration that he has an inte- 
rest in the request. 

Davy. Why that's fair, and enough said — so 
in shojt, my lady, father desires you would con- 
sent to my inviting the two Spanish prisoners, 
Drelincourt and Montgomery. 

Lady D. Invite them to this house? 

Davy. That's all ; I've a sailor here is stepping 
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to Plymouth, and will carry the message in a 
hurry. 

Lady D, But I am in no such hurry to send 
it: I u^ould have Sir Solomon understand him- 
self and me a little better; I would have a few 
words in private with him, before such steps are 
taken. Would you turn your house into a bar- 
rack? they have quarters provided for them 
without your trouble ; I desire no such visitors 
in my family. 

Davt/. Father, the wind's about ; heave out 
your best bower, or we're all aground. 

Sir S. You surprise me, Lady Dangle; is this 
fair proceeding ? do I object to your acquain- 
tance? for instance, Daggerly and his niece, 
are they of my inviting? Sullivan, is he my 
visitor? am I to have no voice in the house? 
Is there a neighbouring gentleman who has not 
left me off? Even the parson has forsaken my 
house ; the very rats have quitted the wreck. 

Lady D. And a happy riddance you have of 
them ; what in the world was your house when 
I first came to it, but the resort of country 
squires, and poaching attorneys; a mob of linsey 
woolsey grooms, and a kennel of fox hounds? 
The feast of the Lapithae was not more barba- 
rous. 

Davy. What fea^t was that, father ? 

Sir S. Your ladyship is beyond me now — but 
this I know, that you found me a very happy 
man ; living at my ease in the centre of my 
tenants and acquaintance, leading a very jocund, 
jovial, innocent life ; my hall resounded then 
with laughter and festivity; the cloyster of the 
Carthusians is not now more melancholy ; roast 
beef is driven out, and saints and soup maigre 
have taken possession of it. 
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Lady D. Twas a den of drunkenness, Sir 
Solomon^ I have reform'd it to a scene of 
decorum. 

Sir S. Twas Christmas, and you have turn'd it 
into Lent ; in this country, madam, popularity 
depends upon the spigot; that indeed you have 
stopt ; you have reform'd me oat of all men's 
good opinion : curse on such reformation, say I. 

Lady D. Sir Solomon, you are determin a to 
he the death of me; I perceive you are throwing 
yourself into one of your tantrums; if you 
begin swearing, I shall take my leave of you : 
but remember, as sure as ever these Spaniards 
enter one door, I will go out of another, 

[Eait Lady Dangle. 

Davy. So, she's off, and we are in possession 
of the field, — away with her, say 1— luff up, 
father, — stand to it handsomely, and the day is 
your own. 

Sir S. I think Pve done pretty well, Davy, 
for one bout. 

Davy. Aye, aye, she's before the wind, — 
never stand here knotting and splicing, but to 
it again — here comes sister Agnes. 

Enter AovEs. 

Sir S. How now, my child, what's the best 
news with thee ? 

Agnes. I met my lady in tears — what is the 
matter? 

Daoy. A little bit of a tussle with father, d'ye 
see, that's the whole of it. 

Sir S. You have unhappily been witness of 
many such — in short, daughter, this woman's 
temper is insupportable ; my life is miserable ; 
no humble cousin to a rich old maid, ever liv'd 
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more under the harrow, than I to my lady 
Dangle : but I'm justly punish'd ; your mother 
was an angel : I had one great prize in the 
lottery of life, and embarking in it again am 
undone. 

Davy. Bad luck now, father, better another 
time. 

Sir S. You can remember, child, what artifice 
she us'd to hook me in: a wiser man might have 
been decdv'd by her. 

Agnes. Certainly the widow Carey at Lisbon, 
was a very different woman from Lady Dangle 
in England. 

Sir S. Would you believe that she opposes 
my inviting the Spanish prisoners — violently 
opposes it? nay, declares she will leave the 
bouse upon their coming into it. 

Agnes. And what can you wish for more? let 
her put her threats in execution. 

Sir S. Humph ! 

Davy. Aye, let her bolt ; I'll cast an old shoe 
after her, for one. 

Sir S. Tis for the credit of our country that 
our prisoners should report well of us : I have 
no acquaintance with these officers, speak n^i-* 
ther French nor Spanish, and can at best but 
entertain them witn dumb shew. 

Agnes. How so, sir? surely you remember 
young Montgomery, that you was so fond of at 
Lisbon. 

Sir S. Montgomery ! is he one of them ? is he 
in the Spanish service ? 

Davy. Why aye, to be sure he is, did'nt I tell 
you so before, father ? now, Agnes, if I was you, 
I would tell all and about it ; what signifies min- 
cing the matter — He's in love with sister, and 
sister's in love him — now the mischiers out. 
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Sir S. Is this true, daughter ? 

Davy. Look ye there now, how you stand, 
simpering, and sideling, as if you was before a 
justice? — Can't you speak out, Agnes? there's 
neither sin nor shame in the case, as I take it; 
is there, father? 

Sir S. I don't know what to say to that ; 
we've had enough of foreigners, methinks. 

Agnes. Montgomery is not a foreigner. 

Sir S. But he's a beggar, 

Davy. Pray, father, had my lady any fortune? 

Sir S. But he's a Catholic. 

Davy. Pray, father, what religion is my lady 

of? 

Sir S, Hold thy tongue, boy, on that subject; 
one fool in a family is one too many : I would 
not compel your choice, daughter, but I would 
resist your ruin. 

Agnes. And whatever my dear father opposes, 
I most solemnly promise and declare I will 
never do; neither will I ever marry any man, 
who carries arms against my country. 
. iSSfr S. That's my good girl ; spoke like my 
own daughter — now let Montgomery come 
when he will, I have nothing to fear : you never 
deceiv'd me yet, Agnes, and I am sure you 
never will. Come, children, let's to supper. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

A Hall in Sir Solomon's House. 

Enter Pat. 

^at. Gemini! how my head turns round! — 
It whirligigs like a top ; now cannot I tell for 
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the life of me, whether it is love or liquor that 
has set my brains a gallopping at this rate : here 
comes miss Kitty, I'll ask her opinion ; she, 
belike, knows more of the matter than I do. 



Enter Kitty. 

O you young sparkling rogue, I'm glad I've 
caught you, and alone too. — Hush, let me shut 
the door; — now dan't be frightened. 

Kitty. Lord love you, master Pat, what should 
frighten me ? be at no pains about that. Speak 
your mind.* 

Pat. And so I will, i'fackins; I am terribly in 
love with you. I know it, and what is more, I 
suspect it : — first and foremost, d'ye see, because 
I'm grievously fallii away within this half hour, 
and have no stomach for my supper; secondly, 
and so on, because I've a perilous swimming in 
my eyesight, every thing is turn'd upside down 
and topsy-turvy ; so that I walk on my hands, 
with my heels where my head should be. 

Kitty. Don't you go about to say such things 
of me, master rat ; you know you have been 
drinking and rioting with Davy Dangle, and 
now you would lay your ears, and your eyes, 
your heels and your head at my door : shame 
upon you ; how am I in fault ? 

Pat. Why don't you remember you gave me 
a box on the ear, for attempting to kiss you in 
the blue bed chamber : at that moment I began 
to fall in love with you, aye, and the same cuff 
on the ear clos'd the bargain. 

Kitty. Well, if you are in love with me, what 
must I do to cure you of it? 
- Pat. Marry me. 
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Kitty, That's a comical receipt, roethinks: — 
what will your aunt say to that? 

Pat. Oh, hut we'll not call her into council : 
we'll Have a post-chaise as well as other people: 
I hope, miss Kitty, you can have no objection to 
running off with me. 

Kitty. No, to be sure ; 1*11 do it, if it were 
only to be reveng'd on my lady. — When will you 
be ready ? 

Pat. To morrow morning before light. 

Kitty. But I bargain for four horses. 

Pat. Oh, that's half the battle : aunt paid my 
quarterage this very dav. 

Kitty. And how shall I be dress'd for the 
frolic ? who would give a farthing for running 
off, unless it was in a fancy habit. 

Pat. That's true, and now I think of it, the 

flayers are at Plymouth : what do you think of 
^olly r I should make a monstrous good Mac- 
heath. 

Kitty. You Macheath, indeed I why that's a 
woman's part, you simpleton. — -I'll tell you what 
I'll do, and there's an end ; borrow Davy's 
uniform. 

Pat. A rare thought; we'll let him into the 
secret. 

Kitty. With a smart cock'd hat, I shall make 
a pretty little dapper fellow : I love a sailor 
dearly — Do you think we shall be pursued ? 

Pat. I hope so ; 'tis a pity we are both 
orphans, that we can't have an advertisement 
from our disconsolate parents. 

Kitty. Our disconsolate friends will do as 
well : most parents are in the secret themselves. 
Then there comes out a description of our 
persons in the papers, and that reads so charm- 
ingly — A young lady, not an hundred miles 
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from Plymouth, ran away from her disconsolate 
friends, upon a matrimonial trip to Scotland — 
She was dress'd— then comes in the best of it, 
in a sea officer's uniform, a smart hat, and 
cockade, black velvet stock, her hair braided 
and turu'd up with a comb, and a hanger, in a 
belt, slung across her shoulders. 

Pat. 1 hope to my heart, that Daggerly and 
Father Sullivan will break their necks in pursuit 
of us* 

Kitty. But mind you now, Mr. Pat, I bargain 
against coming hack in the Diligence together ; 
for you know iiofw, that nothm^ in this life 
should tempt me to marry such a little, ugly, go 
by the ground as yourself, but the love of 
frolic, 

Pat. And what do you suppose persuades me 
to dance after such a wild goose as ^ou are, 
Kitty, but the love of the chase ? the bird, d'ye 
see, is but a goose when caught, but there's fun 
in running after it. 

Kitty. So far we're agreed then, and now let's 
find out master Davy : of a certainty, he must 
have been a good friend to matrimony, that first 
invented running off to Scotland. Let's be gone. 

Pat. Miss Kitty, one kiss to seal the bargain. 

Kitty. Hold there, master Pat; he that takes 
earnest before-hand, seldom stands to his bar* 
gain in our way of business: so conie along 
without it. {Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Enter Father Sullivan, a;iVA a paper, atid 

Daggerly. 

Father S. Now, Mr. Daggerly, now. your 
embryo hath a shape ; here I can see the minia-* 
ture of manhood ; these tables I am perfect in : 
here lies the heart of Britain, through these 
arteries runs the life-blood thatiscarce feeds her 
faint emaciated frame ; in /these ships, these 
warjike armaments, I trace thcjuerves that yet 
Enable her to raise her shield against a host of 
foes, that crowd and press upon her; here yawns 
the grav^ behind her, dark and deep — she 
totters on the brink, strike, and she falls for 
ever; strike, and behold the gold, of i France as 
rich as Danae's shower fills up the piece, and 
rolls in floods upon you. 

Dag. Aye! Floods of promises; but what 
ensu5ss if the performance fails ? 

Fathers. What most men shrink from, some 
men bravely meet, and no man can escape. 

Dag. Tis true, but I'm provided; here's my 
remedy — [shews a pistol'] It's partdet's at your 
service. i 

Father S. I thank you; but I'm arm'd in my 
philosophy! And do you always carry those 
things charg'd about you ? 

Dag. Always ; they serve a double purpose ; 
to defend my life, or on occasion to dismiss it : 
and I must wonder, Sullivan, how you possess 
yourself in such tranquillity. 

Fathers. By ancient habits of reflection, by- 
a soul superior to the shifts and turns of fortune. 
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Dag. Now would I givie tberworld far your 
composure.; You amaze^me ; but ypu was not 
born in ^ngla^d, you b9.ve no compunction, I 
am dUtracted, agoniz'dy^nd being scarce myself, 
lam but'balf a villain* 

Fathers. Pish, *tis ridiculous timidity. 

Dag^ No, sir, but something presses ^ on my 
mind. , 

-FjM^ A What's that ? 1., 

. -Dflg"^ J take you for ray friend ; nay, I per- 
suade myself, I am sure you are my friends • ) 

Fatherly. No doubt I am-^wha,t then? 

Dag Then like a friend receive what I $bajl 
tell you. This h a damning business we're ujton ; 
i)ay, do not think I'll flinch from it; no, I'll not 
go back ; but, Sullivan, I'll now reveal the QBly 
secret I ha^ye ever held back from your-rl wdsi^ 
not long since^ in* the confidential pay^ Qf Xh\» 
country; and, upon the rupture with Franqej,rpro- 
pos'd to -my employers a project of'a simii^r 
9at^re with this I am now upon!; and J mustl^till 
believe Brest would have been in flames as Plyr 
mouth may to-night : but, would you^ think it, 
Sullivan? they rejected it with meanly indigna^tionj 
you will call it indolence,^ and want of ejiter- 
prize. I thought it such, and turned my bafQed 

Eiirppses to t'other side — but now, Iki^ownplt 
ow it is, the act seems noble^ ; my conscieuicis 
turns perversely in my face, and I mu$t glory iipi 
the coun.try I destroy. i 

Father S. Is this the wondrous offspring that 
your mountain labours with ? I'll tell you what, 
I have look'd deeply into human nature, and J 
see in you a little shamefac'd hypocrite at wprk.; 
jclose to your heart, you think it conscience, but 
I ;CaU it cowardice. . j 

jDa^.. You'll anger me! ; 
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Father S. I care not if I do, 'twill rouse you : 
what are those resources of self-murder that you 
carry with you? symptoms of a timorous spirit, 
give 'cm up— traitors that will impeach you — 
witnesses that will depose against you ; tne ar- 
mour of a man is resolution ; a naked savage is 
an hero; entrench a soldier to the teeth, you 
make a coward of him — come, by our friendship, 
by your own safety, by our common cause. 

J0ag4 Either you have some wondrous faculty, 
or I am influenced by some under spirit that has 
sworn allegiance to your over-ruling genius. 
Take 'em. 

Father S. I thank you ; now, like Cortez^ you 
have burnt your ships, and cut off the tempta- 
ticfti to retreat ; but you are disturbed, go to your 
chamber and compose yourself; TU call upon 
you at the hour appointed. Go. 

l)ag. You'll come to tne when the Spaniards 
are arrived ? 

Father S. Without fail : you may depend upon 
tAe. 

' Dag. I trust to you entirely— be careful of 
the paper, as you regard my life. [Exit Dag. 

Father S. This rascal is honest, just as 
atheists are religious. He gives testimony to 
truth, as he would deliver his purse to a high- 
wayman ; and puts down to charity what he pays 
to compulsion. I hate such mongrels in iniquity, 
lurchers that forsake the pack, and lie in wait to 
snap upon the game, when nobler animals have run 
it down. This fellow's of a mawkish composition, 
like medicines sweeten'd to deceive a child. 
Honey in the mouth, but physic in the bowels* 
His paper lays him at my mercy, and now that 
I've disarmed him I'll bequeath him to the gal- 
lows ; and I do it, not only because I know these 
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Walloons wilt ifnpeach his plot, but to revenge 
ttpon hifn what his folly blabb'd about his French 
intrigues. So much for that : now for this fool- 
ish woman ; I have little time to spare to hen 

Enter Lady Dangle, 

Well, madam, have you thought of what I told 
you? 

Lady D. Have you determined on leaving 
England ? 

Father S. You answer me, it seems, by interro- 
gatories. 

Lady D. I claim to treat with you upon con- 
clitions. 

Father S. But what if I require yoa to surren- 
der at discretion ? as I take it, lady Dangle, you 
arefairly at my mercy; I believe you find 'twas 
tiruth I told you : Drelincourt's in England— but 
come — \ can remember former things, though 
yofla are short of memorv; we have been friends, 
I'll be sin<rere and brief: the Lisbon packet lies 
itFalmouthjisityourpleasureldepart to-morrow? 

Lady D. I understand you-— this is what you 
want 

Father S. How much has your munificence 
provided ? let me see. 

Lady D. Would it were poison to your toochv 

[Mide. 

Father S. You drive hard bargains, madam ; 
you' purchase your redemption cheapiy-^but no 
matter. 

Lady D. But you'll set off to-morrow; that 
you profnise me ? 

Fathers. No sooner for your urging it — but 
yet ru go. I see your husband coming; I have 
business with himi leave us. 

VOL* I. K 
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Lady D. Voull not betrajr me^ Sullivan ? 

f'athprS. Psba! youVe an idlip woman ; Ihaviii 
other matters to qiscuss with him ; yowr silly 
business is dismis^'d. 

Lady D. I stand on thorns till he's gone. 

[Exit Lady D. 

Enter Sir Solomon. 

Sir S> You was in conversation with my wife; 
I hope I do not interrupt any serious business ? 

Father S. Not at all ; we bad finish'd what we 
were upon. 

Sir S. I am sorry to hear it; for either you 
have been too scanty in your admonitions, good 
{s^thisr, or she has f^il'd to profit by them (^s she 
<Hight. 

Father #SL I am concctru'd you should tbiok 
there k. a fault oh either side: has any q«w 
eomplaint arisen? 

Sir S. They multiply so fast, I know not how 
to answer you: 'tis mot fpr mie to pry into tho 
Secrets of your ministry, father, but r am fearful 
lady Dangle ia not fair in her confession ; for if 
she were, I think your wisdom would apply some 
Y^emedy against relapses. She i3 now a perfect 
mistress in the art of matrimonial teazing; if it 
be right a husband should enjov no earthly com- 
fort, and malice be a merit| lady Dangle may in 
time be calendar'd imong the Saints : in short, 
father, I am completely miserable^ and your 
charge has the sole credit of making me so« 

Father S. Sir Solomon^ I'll be sincere with 
you; but let us in the first place be private; 
suffer me to secure the door. I have long been 
witness pf your chagrin, but it is easier to lament 
than remedy it : let me ask you once again» if 
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anything has lately happened) more than tom^ 
man. 

Sir S. I think not, unless I wai to mention 
•the circumstance of her opposing my desire to 
invite the Walloon officers to my house. 

Father S. In that she was peremptory? 

Sir S. Violent, not to be mov'd. 

Fathers. She has a reason for that you are 
not aware of. 

Sir S. It may be so ; I am very little acquainted 
with her reasons ; she seems generally to act 
without reason, in her conduct towards me. 

Father S. I may conclude then, you are hear- 
tily weary of her society. 

Sir S. As sick as Pharaoh was of the plagues 
of Egypt. 

Father S. And would be thankful to the ttian 
that could release you from it. 

Sir S. As thanknil as poor Friday was to Ro- 
binaon Crusoe. 

Father S. I am weary of it too. I'll tell you, 
sir^ it is a rule with me, when I perceive a mind 
incorrigible, to surrender it to its imp^Ditence : 
— I leave your house to-morrow* 

Sir S. Are you serious ? 

Father S. Irrevocably fixt : 'tis not my habit 
to make speedy resolutions, or revoke 'em when 
I have made 'em. 

Sir S. The worse luck mine: what a tug 
against tide shall I have to myself, when you 
lay down the oar. 

Fathit S. As I shall manage it^ perhaps not* 
I shall speak ^freely to you. I am disposed to 
render you an essential service; and^ sacred as 
. tre hold all* secrets utter'd by the penitent in 
their confession, yet, if the cr^e is glaring;^ 
and the criminal persist in the cutrimiMion of it^ 

KS 
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'tis our duty to disclose it, and redress it openly. 
And let me tell j)roU| sir, a sin so flagrant is in 
habitual practice in your house, I dare not any 
longer trust myself beneath this roof. 

Sir S. Providence defend me 1 what is't you 
mean ? 

Father S. To be plain, Adultery. 

Sir S. Monstrous and abominable ! but who is 
the committer of it } 

Fathers. You. 

Sirs. I? 

Father S. Both of you. 

Sr S. If his infallible holiness the Pope was 
to swear to the charge, he could not make out 
above half of it. 

Father S. And I repeat the charge against you 
both. 

Sir S. Prove it. 

Father S. Nothing so easy : the lady you call 
your wife, is married to another man; she has a 
prior husband living. 

Sir S.A prio^ husband living ! mercy of mer- 
cies! if this should be true— don't make a fool 
of me, good father, don't make a fool of me. 

Father S. 'Tis true, you shall see him face to 
face; I'm not an idle talker, am I now thy friend? 
: Sir S. My friend ? You are the lamp of Alia* 
din; no Genii in a fairy tale, no poet in* his 
fifth act, nor minister on his dismission, ever 
dealt out favours so profusely: but who is the 
husband ? for in the midst of my joy^ though 
repriev'd . at the foot of the gallows, bear me 
witness that I pity from my soul the poor man 
that is to be executed iuiray stead. 
. Father S. That man is Drelin court, one of 
.vour Walloon prisoners : he is coming to your 
house: for the present, carry yourself to your 
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lady as usual, and as much better as you can ; 
let nothing that you've heard escape you, and 
question me no further —other matters demand 
your attention ; your house not only harbours 
an adultress, but a traitor, an incendiary, your 
guest, this Daggerly. 

Sir S, And why then, give me leave to ask, 
did you invite him to my house ? 

Father S. The best may be deceived; let it 
suffice, I have proof positive here in my hand, 
the whole deh'neation of his plot, written by 
himself: Vll swear to his writing, and can col- 
late it with his letters. 

Sir S. I'm all astonishment : instruct me what 
to do. 

Father S. Your part is plain ; you act in *the 
Commission of the Peace; receive my deposition, 
and issue your warrant for his apprehension, here 
in your house. 

&r S^ in my own house? immediately \ 

Father S. Without a moment's loss, you have 
a constable in the parish, send for him instantly, 
but do it quietly, without a bustle; go to your 
ofUce silently, make no disturbance, I'll meet 
you there. Away. 

Sir S. I'll do as you would have me j but I'm 
in such a flurry, I scarce can find the way. 

Father S. What, man, -compose yourself, the 
burden of the business lies with me. 

Sir S. Why, now, I rather think the man that 
is to be hang'd has some share of it : I wish he 
had prov'd Lady Dangle's husband, for in that 
case, of two evils, the gallows would, have been 
the least. 

Fathers. I'll go 4^^^ the back stairs, and 
meet you at your office — so, so, quietly. 

[Ej^pint Sir S. and Father S. 
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SCENE II. 

A Garden. 

Enter Davy and Pat. 

Davy. And so this is the scheme, friend Pat, 
your addle-'head has been hatching, to runaway 
with Da^gerly's girl ? 

Fat. ^cs, this is the scheme, Davy ; how do 
you like it? 

Davy. O wondrously, you're making a plaguy 
long voyage to prove yourself a fool at tne end 
of it: why, who set up this devil's dance in 
your noddle, that nothing should serve you, but 
to thrust your ears into the noose of cuckoldorti? 
Kitty Carrington indeed! carry her to Scotland! 
carry her to iht Pike of Teneriffe as soon ; why 
what signifies making a fool of yourself, and 
fancying you sail under orders for the virgin 
islands ? no such thing. 

Pat. All's one for that, dy'e see, when the 
frolic's afoot; but you'll not spoil sport by 
peaching, cousin Davy ? 

Davy. Who, I peach? Irons could not force 
that out of me : as for veering away a little bit 
of advice, d^e see, that's all fair; if you don't 
like it, coil it up again, and there's an end. 

Pat. And you'll lend Kitty your jacket, waist- 
coat, and breeches? 

Davy. Why, to be sure I will — but harkee, 

messmate, I've given you a piece of my mind, but 

if you like a salt eel better than fresh provisions, 

there's an end of it, and so good bye to you. 

Pat. Good bye, cousin Davy. — Jealous of my 
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good fortanci but I'm too cniiiiiiig to be out- 
witted. [Exit Pat. 

Enter Montoomeey. 

Dwoy. Captain Montgomery. 

Mont. What, my gallant boy ! give me your 
hand, my hearty fellow : I have news will please 
you, you must take leave of the cable tier, and 
mount another unifoiln : yotir brave captain has 
represented your behaviour in boarding our 
frigatci, and a commission is come down for your 
promotion out of course; you are now a lieutenant 
ofi^uf old quarter deck. 
1 ihvjf^ Why, if it be so, captain, it is their 
kiiMness, more than iny deserts, as a body may 
«ay ; they might have fbund a better man, and 
apt h^ive gone far a^-field to seek for him, 

M(mt4 Ah, Davy^ Davy, yours is indeed a 
lefvice; — but I'U draw no comparisons, |Ve 
done with Spain, and 'tis not fair to quit it and 
:^buse it too. 

, Dary^ Better and better itill; you've done 
with Spain ? then before George that's the best 
n^ws I have heard this day ; give me your hand ; 
why tbsn the king has one more br^ve subject 
than he had. 

Mont. Ye3) heav'n be praiis'd, my nataritaove- 
reign now is my liege ford, and legal master. 

Davy. So you will strike the ted cockade; 
ob, Montgomery, I know somebody that will 
sing jubilate for this. 

Mont. I've other news, but that I keep for 
my belov'd Agnea» Is Mr. Daggerly still in 
your fitmily ? 

Davy. Yes, yes, he's here ; but oomc^ you 



Vir 
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Wish to see my sister ; she's now alone, and Til 
conduct you to her; my lady keeps her room: 
father and the priest are in close quarters ; Dag- 
gerly is lock'd into hi& chamber, and the coast 
IS clear, follow me. * [Exeunt. 



. SCENE III. 
A Chamber. 
Dagoerlt seated at table^ with Papers. 

Dag. How it stiugs me ! curse on't ! it is im- 
possible to keep it off— conscience, thou devil 
eternal, will nothing silence thee, will nothing 
smother thee ? I have deceived myself, there is 
an immortality, and thou art! O God! I do 
repent. [Starts t^.] — Impossible! I sink beneath 
the weight of crimes; — 1 cannot stir the load 
that lies upon my soul; I sweat with terror; I 
am lost for ever. — Hell, if thou dost exist, I 
come — I will dispatch myself outright ! where 
are my pistols ? Madman, fool, they are gone, 
I am disarm 'd — who's there ? what noise is that? 
I am betray'd— where are my papers? hark! 
[gentle rapping at the door."] Who are you ? what 
do you want ? I am busy. 

Pother S. [without.'] Open the door, 'tis I — 'tis 
Sullivan. 

Dag. Have patience, I beseech you. 

[Huddles up his papers. 

Father S. Why cjon't you let me in ? 

Dag. Who are you ? 

Father S. A friend — be quick- 
Da^. I come, I come, 'tis he : I recollect ; i$ 
all well, Sullivan ? 
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Father S. All's well ; make haste, I say. 
Dag. There then, now enter, \0pcn8 door. 

Enter Father Sullivan, 

■ • 

O my friend ! 

Father S. What ails you^ sir r 

Dag. I cannot tell you; I have been in tor- 
ments, but the sight of you revives me. Why 
would you leave me to myself ? I'm better now 
you're here ; speak to me, but let it be of com- 
fort : let me hear your voice, —by all that's 
sacred, you antaze me, Sullivan/ your eye is 
fix'd,^ compos'd; your step is firm, undaunted ; 
are you more than man ? 

father S. Tis plain that ^ou ar'e less : now 
were it charity, — ipere Christian charity, to take 
your life. 

Dag. Indeed, good friend, I wish'd for death, 
but now. 

Father, S. Then take your wish. Surrender! 

[Presents a pistol 

Dag. What is't you mean ? 

Father S» To hang you.— Officers of justice, 
enter. 

JE?n/er Officers. 

There's your prisoner, execute your warrant. 
Dag. O Sullivan^ can this be so? 

[Drops on his knee^ but rises suddenly ^ and 
takes out his papers^ which Sullivan 
snatches from him. 
Father S. Secure his papers ! ha ! the bills I 

?;dve you, these are my property : 'tis well I've 
bund them. Come, officers, dispatch : the 
coach is at the door; to prison with him. Nay, 
no railing — or if you must, rail at yourself — 
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you would have been a villain upon record, but 
the fool preponderates, and now, you're nothing 
but a simple knave. 

Dag. Devil \ deceiver ! have you no remorse? 
you tnat are guiltier than myself, have you no 
feeling ? — You that seduc'd me, traitor? 

Father S. Psha ! 'tis thus superior under staind- 
ings treat their little worthless agents. You 
know me not : — nor could you reach my motives 
if you did ; I am not what I seem.— Away with 
him. 

Dagj Stop for a mmnent. — ^ That ybu have 
brought me to the punishment! merit, galls me 
not so severely, Sullivan^ as the appreh^Qsion 
that you have thereby escap'd it: since you 
have moulded me into your plots and con- 
spiracies, life^hasbeen insupportable; and it is 
not now so much my complaint that I am saeri- 
fic'd, as that you are savM : still it is some con- 
solation to think, that in destroying me you 
disappoint yourself ; youif triumphs, and those 
of France are blasted : and amidst all my crimes 
this mitigating though ty perhaps, may interpose 
to rescue me from utter execsationy'that I die, 
exulting in the deliverance of my country. 

[The Offietrt take off Daggerfy. 

Father S. Now, France, thy scheme is blasted, 
curse upon hia folly ! this was a ntoessary act of 
self-deience, — ^here my commistidn tnds : I nOw 
iinost enter on another service. [Exit. 
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ACT V. SCENE L 

A Garden. 
* Enter M6NtooMERT and Aovzs. 

Mont Yes, my Agnes, the generosity of my 
sovereign has reversed the family attainder, and 
hy my uncle's will 1 am heir to an ample pro- 
perty ; such are the good tidings I have this 
day recieiv'd ; but what afe these? till this dear 
hand shall seal the bond of my felicity, 'tis blank 
and waste. 

Agnes. Arid how are you convmcM that I am 
forni'd to make you happy ? what is the secu- 
rity you build on, that you pass judgment on 
itiy merits with such positive assurance. 

Mont. How can I oettcr answer than in the 
language of the poet : 

** TNw looked thee wer with a lover's eye, 

" Thau hast nofdutts^ or I no faults can sty^ - 

" Thou'rt all perfecfiony or all blindness I. 

Agnes. Yon do well, Montgomery, to take 
poetry in aid when you resort to flattery ; but 
It is not so much your blindness to the truth, as 
our artifice in disguising it, that misleads your 
judgment. 

Mont. If there were oracles on earth, and it 

was religion to believe in them, they could not 

shake my tninc^ from the persuasion it is fix*d in, 

' Agnes. Attd Mfh^it is apter to misiudge than 

prepossession? You've only look'd upon the 
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fairer side, believe aie ; the lover sees no other 
in his first advances: let the husband turn the 
picture, and the reverse too frequently revolts 
nim with disgust 

Mont. I own it, and these cautions which you 
feign to be dictating to me, I take for granted 
are in reality address'd to yourself: Tis well 
considered, and becomes the prudence of your 
character. 

Agnes. My prudence ! 'tis amongst my fail- 
ings that I have no prudence ; . as a proof of it, I 
am open to confess there never was a day, an 
hour, since first I knew Montgomery, save only 
whilst he was in arms against my country, t^at 
I would not readily have n^arried him, though 
poverty in all its worst extremes had been my lot. 

Mont. Most generous confesfsion! ];ny lifel 
my soul ! now am I justified in my devotion? 

Agnes. But, valuing your repose above my 
own, I made a sacrifice of all that in the world 
I had held dear, and parted from you with an 
aching heart. [ff^eeps. 

Mont. O my Agnes, what a portion in time's 
treasure have we lost! but let us spatch the 
remnant, and may Heaven prolong it wibilst you 
call it happy ! 

Agnes. That only can terminate when you 
cease to be; — now leave me to myself; I'm 
little us'd to happiness, and this has been too 
much ; let me retire : but may our separation be 
a short one. — Montgomery, you'll not despise 
me for my sincerity, nor think more lightly of 
the heart you won, because I could not hold it 
out against you. 

Mont. May I be banish'd from mankind, whjsn 
I abuse such generous siqcerity ! And will you 
leave me ? / . , 
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' Aghes. Fota few minutes only; look, your 
iViend is coming. [Exit Agnes. 

Enter Drelincourt. 

Mont. O, Drelincourt/my friend, support me ! 

Drel. What is the matter ? 

Mont. Joy, joy in the excess ; and that, like 
grief, can only oe discharg'd upon a heart like 
yours : bear it, partake it, for it overwhelms my 
bosom, tum^ my brain, and only can ht vented 
by my tears. 

Drel. I comprehend it all; and as your hap- 
piness flows in, my own afflictions give way, and 
are no more remember'd. Th# lady who departed 
on my coming — 

Mont. Is my wife; our hearts are wedded, 
and for ever one. 

Drel. Mav Heav'n confirm their union ! Yes, 
my brave friend, I know thee well; and we 
have worn out many a chearless day together ; 
we have look'd death and danger in the face, 
and I have seen thee meet the shock with a 
composed, intrepid spirit: from that moment I 
have held thee to my heart, and never shalt 
thou lose that hold, till it shall beat no more. 

Mont. And when you know my Agnes, Dre- 
lincourt, you'll place her there oeside me ; let 
us follow: how many hours have past, do you 
think, since she went from toe ? 

Drel. As lovers count their hours, some three 
or four. 

Mont. Come, then, I'm all impatience till I 
present you to her; nay, man, for pity's sake, 
make haste. 

Drek O love and youth 1 how fast you fea^ 
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ther-'footed beings post apon the stretch of ex- 
pectation. [Swunt, 

Enter Father Sullivan, 

Father S. There the informers go. 'Tis well 
I lost no time in the prevention of their purpose ; 
they have entered the house, I knew they would 
impeach him: honourable fools 1 what has their 
country done for them ? and what is that iDcu-< 
r^ble disease, that inborn amor patrie of a Briton, 
that no corrosive can burn it out of him? Givei 
him a naked hovel on an English heath, the 
surly mastiff turns into his native strawi and 
growls defiance from his den« It is not so with 
me» my arteries, lilte theirs^ are fed with British 
blood, but injuries have turn'd it into gall ; and 
if I could extinguish this proud Island at a blow, 
I have revenge enough to urge me to the deed^ 
But hark, who's her^e r I'll step aside. 

Enter Pat, and Kitty drest in unifomk 

Pat. Fairly bolted! clear off, by all thats 
lucky ! O Jupiter Ammon, what a tuning will 
my aunt keep, up stairs and down stairs^ when 
she misses her lost sheep I Such a hue and cry 
through the parish, plumbing of wel Island dragg- 
ing of ponds : rare work for the crier. Kitty^ 
what will uncle Daggerly say to all this ? 

Kitty. Who cares ? not I. His family feelings 
won't break bis heart : he has not been my uncle 
above three days. 

Pat. Married your aunt three days ago* 

Kitty. Married my aunt, you gudgeon — no I 
he's only my travelling uncle, just as you wiU b# 
my traarelling hvisband* 



t 

. ,jP4t^ Obol that's it; Why then, if I am to b^ 
only yoar travelling husband, let 113 set out upot^ 
our journey without lo9$.of time; tt^e post-chaise 
IS at the bottom of the park. 

' \ r 

, Father SvLhiY A jx corns Jhrwardp 

Father S. Is it so, sirrah ? but I shall put a 
spoke in your wheel at least. 

Pat. Oh the vengeance ! am I trapped ? good> 
Mr, SuUivaPi have pity on my youth, I am bu6 
a young beginner. 

Fftther S. St^y where you are, I must haye a^ 
wbrd with this volunteer. ; 

Kitty. Well, sir, what is your pleasure with me|? 

Father S. You have a p03t^cQaisq jn waiting. 

Kitty. I have. 

Father S. It must carry me on my way towards 
Falmouth. Daggerly is seiz'd, Lady Dangle o^ 
the wing, ypu ar$ Wown, and I am o^xu^y depftr- 
ture. 

' Pat. And what's to become of me? hang my* 
self on the trees, and make a dinner for the Kites. 

Father S. I ha?e no time to waste on such a 
subject ; get back to your aunt ; but if , you, who 
seem equipt for elopement, have a mind to take 
your cnance with me, there is a place in the 
chaise at your service ; I offer you this, child, 
in mere pity and sincerity of heart ; if yoa are 
otherwise determined, shift for yourself.^ Come, 
fCSolve; there is no time to be lost. 

Kitty. You hear what he says, Pat ; have ygu 
the heart to stand by me ? 

Pat. Who 1} lud a mercy» do but loolf at 
him ; my ribs ake at the very sight of him. 

Kitty. Why a barn-door fowl will fight for his 
w«lk9 but you are bred on a dunghill. Come, Mr^ 
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Sullivan, I accept your offer, because T have no 
other choice left ; but never hope to make prize 
of this uniform, when there is a man to defend 
it. [Esit. 

Father S. Go, get you home, you simple gull, 
and tell your alint the legacy I left her, by res- 
cuing her booby from the hands of a harlot. 

XEjnt. 

Pat. The murrain go along with you ifor an 
old mischief-making interloper, and the pesti- 
lence to boot ! ah, mastef Davy, I'm rejoicM to 
see you ; for the love of good-fellowship, nfiake 
after that wicked priesti and recover Kitty from 
his clutches. 

!Efifer Davy with Bumbo at, S^c. 

Daoy. Heyday, you are beside yourself; speak 
in plain English. 

Pat. Why, father Sullivan is gone off with 
Kitty Carrington. 

' Davy. Well, and who is the gainer by thkt ? I 
give him joy of his bargain. 
* Pat. He is carrying her away to Falmouth ; 

the post-chaise is waiting, and yoii may take 
leave of your uniform. 

Davy. Say you so? is she cas'd in my doublet?; 

Pat. To be sure she is: did*nt you lend it to 
her ? 

• Dwoy^ About ship then! that uniform never 
goes into a French port, with my consent : what 
point did he steer to ? 

Pat. Follow me, we'll quickly overtake him. 

Danyy. Bumboat^ pipe all hands to quarters, 
and run him right aboard. 

Bum. Ay, ay, master, weUl soon fetch him up 
^ with u "vt^et sail. \Ex€/ura>: 
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Drelincourt and Montgomery meeting Sir 

Solo 1^0 N. 

Mont. Sir Solomon, give me leave to introduce 
Colonel Drelincourt to you. 

Sir S. I rejoice to see you, good sir ; be assured 
I rejoice to see you— Go, go, Montgomery, leave 
us old folks to ourselves, you have better attrac* 
tions in another place. [Exit Mont.] — You arc 
heartily welcome to Dangle Hall; I should be 
happy you would make my house your own ; but 
alas, I am here but a tag in office, a mere cipher 
in the accompt, a thing upon sufferance, notning 
more. 

Dj^eL I am sorry to hear it. Sir Solomon ; how 
comes this to pass? 

Sir S. By the most natural consequence in life, 
Colonel — I am married: my wife plays first 
fiddle, I am but an underling ripieno in the 
band : ah, sir, things go ill with a garrison when 
the white flag flies on the citadel. 

Drel. 'Tis an ugly signal, I confess ; but the 
law is a good casemate, and the strong holds of 
a husband can't easily be forc'd by a wife, if he 
is resolv'd to stand manfully on his defence. 

Sir S. The strong holds of a husband, quotha ! 
what are they ? her holds are stronger than^ 
mine. You are married yourself. Colonel, are 
you not r ^ . 

Drei. I am, to my sorrow. 

Sir S. Why there it is now, and if a man like 
you is married to his sorrow, what the devil 
should I be married to ? sorrow and sadness into 
the bargain. 

DreL But when I found I could not live in 
peace with my wife, we parted by consent. 

VOL. I. L 
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Sir S. And perhaps it was the only thing you 
fjver did by consent. And was your wife a ter^ 
magant ? 

I>reL A devil. 

Sir S. O Lord) but mine's a legion of 'em ; a 
hu^e two-handed domineering dame^ out of all 
sight above my match ; she was slim and slender, 
poverty-struck, when I married her, humble as 
a trout ; but good commons have run her up to 
a size above all land caiviage; if I was to pass 
h^r by the waggon, I should be ruin'd by the 
new tax. Lookee, Colonel, lookee, there she 
goes ; that's she. [Points to the window. 

Drel. Providence defend me! 

Sir S. And me too for the love of mercy ; if 
you start, I may well stare. 

Drel. Is that woman your wife ? 

Sir S. Yes ; and I am afraid I am her husband, 
unless you are so kind to take her off my hands,, 

Drel. Where did you meet her ? how did you 
engage with her ? are you actually married to 
her ? 

Sir S. Infandum Regina, jubes renovare do- 
loredfi. Married her in Portugal, a plague upoi^ 
all warm climates and blue skies ; the pure ak 
of Lisbon put the freak into my head, and the 
fogs of Euffland put it out again, with repentance 
in its stead. v 

Drel. Your deliverance is at hand ; honour 
obliges me to av%w her for my wife, and youj 
contract is dissolv'd. / . 

Sir S: Come to my arms, come to my arms ! 
a reprieve, a reprieve ! where are my cliildren ? 
where are my servants, my tenants, my neighr 
hours? I proclaim a general jubilate iu the far 
mily ;.my hoTses shall neigh in concert, and my 
hounds open in full cry in the chorus ; the yi;zea 
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i^ bolted, »d we tun off hot od the entafm : I 
sball love a Spaniard the longest hoht I have to 
live ; take every thing 1 hate } eiw-iy away wy 
castle like a shell upon your back ; leave me ia 
the "Strorst ditch on my e^tate^ and Til thank you 
for the exchange. 

DreL You are in luck, I must confess : I shall 
take her back to Lisbcrn, put her into the con- 
vent of Repentants, then return to England, 
\rtiere the bounty df iHy aoverfcign his reMoir'd 
me to the privileges and comforts of a Briton. 

Sif 8. I can*t speik Irithf you; I am dumb 
with ecstacy* 

Enter Aokbs and MotiTOOMERT. 

O 'my dear children^ the happiest event in nature 
for your poor father ! Tve slipt my skill like a 
snake, and ain a new ettoture; ask me no <jues- 
tions how and about it, bat Lady Dangle 1i 
Colonel Drelincourt'» wife : be hen gett the \)(ro- 
man, and I am ia Paguiise vtrithotlt faer« 

Agnes. Is it possible? has she made a double 
marriage ? 

SSr S. Yes, and 'twas the be^t aetidn of het 
life. 

Mont. Oy thy poor Colonel, have yoil sttifnibied 
OB your wife agahi after ill ! 

Sir S. Yesy but the grand stiittble Was at 
starting : take warnings, Montgomeiry, there is 
to such loorp-hole for you le Creep oilt of: but 
however, I will not discourage a youfig mati 
from taking a bold leap^ beeausean did fool iikt 
me has broketi his neck id the attempt. 

Mont. Sir Solomon, have I your permission to 
present miss Agt^es to Colooet Drelinconrt ? 

Sir S. No^ let me join your bands, and thus 

LS 
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present you both — ^Now have I no other quarfer 
with you, Montgomery, but for your not de- 
manding my daughter before you was restored 
to your estate; then I could have shewn the 
sincerity of my approbation by the disinterest- 
edness of my choice. 

Enter Davy. 

Davy. Put Solomon at the bottom of that 
sentence, father, for he never utter'd a wiser in 
his life. Ahoy! you Bumboat, bring yourself 
this way — YouVe got these folks in safe hold? 

Enter BwBOAT. 

Bum. Safe^enough, master, never fear; cock- 
swain and his crew have *em in keeping. 

Sir S. What's the matter now, Davy ? more 
adventures on foot ? 

Davy. Only stopt his reverence on the smug- 
gling tack with Kitty, til]^he can shew clear- 
ances. 

Sir S. What dost thou mean, boy ? if Father 
Sullivan is moving off with Kitty Carrington, 
well readily give up one to be quit of the other. 

Davy. Say you so? then open the cage and 
let them fly : Bumboat, release your prisoners. 

Drel. Hold, if you please ; this Sullivan has 
been an accessary in Daggerly's plot, and though 
I am little vers'd in your laws. Sir Solomon, I 
am of opinion you should bring him to examina- 
tion before the Commandant at Plymouth ; at 
least, as I take it, you cannot convict Daggerly 
without his evidence. 

Sir S. That's true, that's true, by all means 
keep him in safe holding, 
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Enter Pat, hastily. 

• 

Pat. Mercy o* mc, my aunt is in such a fury! 
I beseech your worship to stand by me. 

Sir S. X ou apply to the wrong person for 
protection ; but what's the matter ? you seem 
frighted out of your wits* - * ' 

I^at, Oh yes^ they arc lost, and out of sight 
a long while since. 

Sir S. But how have you pro vok'd your aunt? 
^hat is your fault ? 

Pat No fault in life ; nothing, an't please you, 
but an innocent desire to see the world with 
Kitty Carrington. 

Sir & Why you was not going to elope, sirrah^ 
was you? • 

Pat. How could I help it? all the house was 
on the wing ; every body pairing off in couples^ 
two and two ; nothing going forward biit mar- 
rying or hanging ; so I thought out of two evils 
I would chuse the least— rbut I hear my lady 
coming, for the love of mercy . stand ] between 
me and her fingers. [Exit Pat hastily^ 

. i>r|e/. Suppose we desired the young people to 
retire ;: she is this instant entering the room.' 

Sir S. By all means — G§, my dears— rBut you'll 
stand by me. . [Exeunt Mont. Agnes j and jDavy* 

Drel. Fear nothing, stand your ground. 

Enter Lady Dangle ; she comes unexpectedly 

up to DreUncourt. 

Lady D. Where is that ^profligate, that impu- 
dent-^ Who are you ? What have we here? — ^Ahl 

Sir & You've seen that gentleman before, I 
believe* 
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DreL Your humble servant, Mrs. Drclincourt ; 
— well met in EnglaiKiy irtt^ioin » you have esta- 
blish'd yourself in a very comfortable house : 
I presume you are upoii a visit in this family* 

Sir S. Yes, and sne .i^Il make it a toleFabltt 
long one, if your coming doca not put an end 
to it. 

DreL I request you, madam, to get yourself 
in readiness for departure this evening ; small 
preparation will suffice ; you need not encumber 
yourself with much baggage ; the ccmvent of 
Kepentants will provide you with a habit; you 
>Till be siiitaUy. furnish 'd with what you most 
stand in need of; frequent fastings, humiliating 
penances, and painful vigils. 

Lady I}. Who are you, sir, that talk to me in 
this manner? what madman has broke into my 
house to< insult me ?**^Sir Sdomon, I claim your 
protection. • 

DreL Come, come, this affectation, won^t 
serve yoii; Sir Solomon,! I demand of yofi the 
aunrenderof my wife. ) ' 

^ £'ir& I never answered a demand withspgood 
a will; take her. i . 

Zg^ J>^ Hold, let me speak wttifi you apart. 

jSSir & Well, what are your commands ? 
' Lady^ D. Sir SolomaA, if you have any sense 
^f pi'y? any spark of affection left, I do conjure 
you to protect me : I will be grateful to you for 
it, loving and obedient; I own my faults and 
will ame^d 'em; I know at times, my dear, I 
have not been so gentle as I ought. 

Sir S. Very true, my dear, I can recollect 
soipe instances of what you say. 
, Laify D. But V\l be evermore yout tender 
dutiful wife, if you'll forgive what's past 

-Sir S. That is really very well said ; let me 
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feoommaid i^o you to repeat it to that gentles- 
man, his right is prior to mine. 

Loikf Z>« He has no right; he cannot prove 
his marriage: if you will protect me, 'tis not in 
the power of man to force us asunder. 

•S^ S. But will you teally he so di^tiful «nd 
obliging in future ? 

Lady D. I aolemhly protest to you I wilL 

Sir S. Indeed 1 then { should he the basest of 
men to deprive Colonel Drelincourt of such a 
hlessing. I give you joy, sir, you: have done 
wonders ; Mrs. Drelincourt is become a miracle 
of complacency, and meekness; you have no 
n^ed to look, out for a convent, she is fairly one 
of the Repentanta already. - 

Zady D. Sir Solomon, I perceive yott have 
neither mercy nor manhood, and if you wi^s now 
to offer me your protection, I would reject it 
with scorn. Colonel Drelincourt, I am at your 
disposal. 

Drel. Well, madam, I will repeat no paajt 
gfievances. & 

'Zadjfi D. Nor will I defend past errors ; I ihall 
only observe, that I did not connect myself witn 
him, till I was abandoned ^7 you; I mention 
tM^^ QOt so muoh in extenuation of my condu<;t, 
as in justification of my taste* 

Dreh 'Tis true I did abandon vou, but asi I 
mean you should hei^r no reproacnes but what 
come from yourself, I forbear to remind you of 
the occasion of it ; you will recollect, however, 
that I left all my worldly means in your disposal, 
and went a beggar, into foreign service, for a 
peaceable subsistence. 

La^ D. Deal by me as you may, I acknow- 
ledge, Drelincourt, you are a man of honour and 
i^tegfity* I have only one question to ask for 
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the sake of justice; did Sullivan betray me to 
you ? aye or no ? 

Sir S. I am not bound to secrecy ; he did 
betray you. 

Lady D. Then I am at liberty to retort his 
treachery ; cunning as he is, his malice has over- 
shot its mark ; but is he yet within your reachR 

Sir S. He is under custody in my house : and 
look ! they are bringing him this way. 

Father Sv LLivA'H is brought in by Bumboat and 

Sailors. 

Fathers Well, sir, you see me here under 
custody in a free country. I demand of your 
nvise worship by what authority these people 
have presumed to arrest and detain my person. 

S&r S. Colonel, what shall I answer to that? 
; Drel. Suffer me tofpeak to him : Mr Sullivan, 
you are suspected as an accomplice in Daggerly's 
plot, and therefore you are detained. 

Father S. I am an evidence.; but is it your 
ipractice, Sir Solomon, to imprison your wit- 
nesses? 

f Lady D.UOf sir,' but fresh matter, new cou- 
.spiracies may come to light, in which you are a 
principal. — You can recollect this hand- writing; 
these letters should have come to your hands, 
as I take it, but fortunately within this hour 
they fell into mine: you have betray'd me, 
. Sullivan, now I have repaid you interest upon 
interest. 

Fathers. I^eathand destruction ! — give 'em to 
me, let me read 'em. 

Lady £). That were a foolish deed: no, sir, 
you'll hear 'em, that will be enough. 

Fathers. Confusion 1 She has trapped mc.[Aside* 
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DreL Hah! do you start ? the law has caught 
you then at last. 

Father S. Are you, that was so late the outcast 
of this kingdom and its laws, become the assertor 
of tliem ? Despicable man, I would not change 
condition with you ; no : in injuries I am your 
equal, but in resentment of them your superior; 
I am, like you, a subject born, exil'd like you 
for my religion, but where I found protection, 
thither I transferred my allegiance. Now you 
will trouble me with no farther questions, for 
I'm not disposed to answer. 

Sir S. Vm heartily rejoiced to hear it; come. 
Colonel, let us pass him over to those, who can 
%«tter deal with him: he is a pestilent fellow, 
and I would he was once fairly out of my house. 
> DreL Take him hence, my lads ; there are 
iofficers from Plymouth in attendance, and I 
will accompany you thither myself. 

Father S. Ridiculous ! contemptible ! — well, 
madam, you are now reveng'd ? 

Ladf/D. Why would you urge me to it? Why 
provoke me to retalisite ? 

Father S. Psha ! you have two husbands, as I 
take it; I have but half as many lives, do you 
call that retaliation ? Come. 

^ [Ej:it Father S. attended. 

Sir S. A welcome riddance ! 

DreL And now. Sir Solomon, this melancholy 
business past, the happier scenes that shall suc- 
ceed, will brighten by the contrast. See, they 
open to your view. 

Enter Montgomery, Agnes, and Davy. 

Joy to you both ! Montgomery, may you and 
your betrothed experience that happiness which 
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I have niiss'd : this, I am bald to tell you, 
madam ; that the man, my friend, whom you 
have honoured by your choice, has a heart to 
merit all that fortune, beauty, virtue can 
bestow. 

Mont. I thank you, Drelincourt, but 'tis my 
heart and not my tongue must tell you what I 
feel — Sir Solomon, we ask your blessing. 

&r S. Tfke it^ my dears, and with it, all that 
I possess amongst you. Davy, my brave fellow^^ 
wnat say'st thou ? wilt thou give thy father an 
elbow chair by the chimney side, and hear him 
tell old stories in a winter's evening? 'tis all 
that I desire for the rest of my days. 

Ikeoy. Aye, will I father : and manv antl 
happy may they be ! In the mean time though 
I'll take anothei! spell agaiust the moinsieurs ; our 
brave admiral has fiirdthe port with prizes, and 
I would fain make fellow in the fray. 

Sir S. And may victory fbllow thee and thy 
country wherever thou goest ! 

Mont. Q Drelincourt, my gallaut friend^ I 
cannot part with you ; stay and partake my 
happiness; that, by our joint example, England^ 
truant s^ons, seeing what ready recQn<?iliatioii 
waits them, may return , and make our re-united 
empire once again a faipily of peace. 
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ACT I. 



^cenCf a Crove of Trees, under which Sir Walter 
Scroop is discovered sitting and reading. Ladjf 
Scroop enters, and after observing him some 
little time, approaches and addresses him. 

I Lady S. Aye ! tlierc he sits-*-a melslncholy 

many feeding on what consumes him- — Fll accost 
^ him — Sir Walter Scroop, Sir Walter Scroop, what 

are you about ? 
Sir JVs Reading my offices. 
^ Lady S. I would you were performing them, 

j All, all is lost, and you sit reading — what; will 

that do for you ? 

Sir tV. Teach me to bear my loss — but that 
is a lesson ybu won't let me learn — so farewell 
to mv book ! Now, Lady Scroop, what would 
you have ine do ? 

Lady S. Go to your castle, and convoke your 
people, to make a thorough search amongst the 
ruins. Qood chance but something may be yet 
recover 'd ; and though 'twere little, where sq 
much is lost that little will be welcome. 
, Sir JV. What can be lost when Adela is sav'd ? 
Lady S. And whom have we to thank for that ? 
iSir /iT'. Heaveti's providence. . * 
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Lady S. Well, that is first of all ; who can 
deny it ? But when you are so thankful for her 
safety, can you forget the gallant youth, who 
risk'd his life to snatch her from the flames? 

Sir fV. No ! I do not forget that Adela was 
sav'd by Reginald. 

Lady S. Then why not give him what he sav'd ? 

Sir tV. Away ! you are mad. % 

Lady S. Give him but what his courage has 
preserved, his virtues merit, and his heart adores; 
and that is Adela. 

-Sir JV. And who is Adela ? and who am I, to 
give the daughter of the Earl of Leicester to 
Keeinald, an unknown, nameless foundling ? my 
Lady Scroop, my Lady Scroop, let me hear no 
more of this, as you respect my honour, con- 
science, and my peace of mind. , 

Lady S. Well I I have done. 
^Sir fV. See that you have ; and never let that 
wish or pass your lips, or harbour in your heart, 
whilst you have life. 

Lady S. We'll drop the subject. Only be 
content I do not wish to press into your secrets. 

Sir JV. You know that Adela is Leicester's 
daughter ; you know that nothing more is known 
of Reginald, but as the child of parents, who 
through shame or poverty expos'd him as a 
foundling, ind threw him on my pity for sup- 
port. What is there else to know ? what other 
secrets have I conceal'd ? 

Lady S. That is for you to answer, not for me. 
What secrets you entrust to me I keep, what 
you withhold I do not seek ta know — Let that 
suffice — but look ! here comes the good father 
Ambrose. I'll leave you with him. May his 
holy comfort lighten your heavy heart ! 

[E:rit Lady S. 
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Friar Ambrose enters to Sir Walter. 

.Sir fF. Hail, father ! 

^mb. Peace be with you ! — Sir Walter Scroop, 
here is a holy man upon his pilgrimage, and late 
from France, who brings you tidings of the Earl 
of Leicester — He would be private with you. 

Sir fV. Let him come. I am alone : ^o one 
shall interrupt us. [Exit Ambrose. 

&r Waltee Scroop alont. 

Tidings of Leicester ! Ah, ill-fated Earl, 
Why, why art thou not here to save thy daughter. 
Whose heart unconscious feeds a hapless passion 
For Reginald — Oh horror — for the soti 
Of her own mother. Heaven avert the crime 
Hateful to God and man ! Ungrateful Queen, • 
'Tis in your cause the noble Leicester suffers ; 
Oh, Richard, Coeur-de-lion truly nam'd. 
Why do you not restore your exil'd friend ? 
But see, the pilgrim comes — Heaven's grace de- 
fend me. 
He comes in likeness of the Earl himself; 
His air, his step — Tis he! my honour'd lord ! — 

Earl of Leicester enters habited like a Pilgrim. 



•r i' 



Earl of L. Hah! is it so, my old and valued 
friend, 
Am I so little chang'd by ten years exile. 
That, soon as seen, Vm known, ev'n in. this garb? 
Well, be it so ! Jusiice at length relents, 
And Leicester soon will be himself aa^ain. 
But more of this hereafter — My fond heart, 
A father's heart, yearns to embrace my child. 

VOL. I. M 
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Sir JV. You'll find her fair and good as she is 

lovely. 
Ear i of L. I met her on my way. I found her 

fair, 
Blooming, and full of grace. I could not ipeak, 
And she, who knew me only as a pilgrim, 
Turn'd, bow'd^ and bade God bless me as we 

pass'd. 
The reverend father stood in mute amaze 
To see.u^y bosom labour, and the tears 
Gush from my eyes, yet modestly forbore 
Enquiry of the cause ; so on we pass'd 
To this umbrageous grove, where the cool breeze 
Hath fanned my fainting spirits into life. 

Sir fV. You met the Lady Adela, my lord ? 
'Twas not with my connivance she went forth. 
Was she alone, or how was she attended ? 
JB^lofL. Of her own sex attendant she had 

Kone: 
A youth, who on his n^antle wore the crosi^ 
Walked by her side— 

Sir fV. Ohi my thrice honoured lord, 
For Heaven's sweet sake, command her to avoid 
That dangerous youth, ere love ensnares her heart; 
Chaste als the tinsunn'd snow your daughter i% 
Bftt Lei^restef'S heiress must not so descend 
From her high privileges, to waste a thought 
On him, whMe unknowH parent, when she dropt 
Her infant at my door, gave him indeed 
The nafne of Reginald, but left his Ixrth 
A secret wrapt in mystery and darkness* 
Earl of L. What yoa relate of thb mysteriow 

youth 
Is not entirely new ; much I havte heard. 
That does you honour, for the noble breedisff 
Which ydu have giv'n him* I have heard wiuxil 
That at the seige oS Tours^ this Reginald^ 



THE CONFESSION. 1«S 

Whom you have fathered, was the first to mount 
The desperate breach ; for which heroic act 
Prince Richard knighted him upon the field. 

Sir W. Uporn ^he very breach— 

Eatlof L. And thig brave Knight, 
Belov'd by Adela, by you approv'd, 
And for his valour honoured by his King, 
I^ your own son — Avow him, and receive 
My child, the dearest object of my love. 
And the best gift my friendship can bestow. 

Sir W. Not for ten thousand worlds-J— Forbid 
it. Heaven ! 
Coi^sciehce, and truth, and nature, cry against it. 
By every blessed saint in Heav^'n I 8\irear 
He*s not my son ; if I should say he i(^ere, 
Twould be a perjury as deep as hell. 
Brave though he be and virtuous, (for I scorn 
To set him forth for other th^n he is) 
Sooner than give my sanction to that crime. 
This hand should lodge this da^er in my heart* 

Earl of L. Patience, good friend ! you^rc b^ 
much too warm, 

SirfV. Can friendship fte too wailn? Tilt it 
be known 
What parents gave this nameless folbhdling bird>; 
The Earl of Leicester cannot call him Son. 
The kingly sword may with a touch confer 
A title on the merest son of e^rth^ 
But true nobility is of itsblf^ 
And holds its honours, not by grace or sufferaWe, 
But by inherent property and right. 

Earl of L. Trufe, an appeal likt this, irheti 
calmly urg'd, 
Weighs more with me than vehemiencet^f word^. 
Now,if you guess where thes^ yo^ng lovei^haint. 
Conduct me thither. 

Sir W. This wiy we shall mfeet them. \E:iemt 

M s 
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Peter flwrf Andrew enter. 

jind. Conic hither, Peter; did you note that 
stranger, who passM us but this miaute with Sir 
Walter ? 

Peter, Yes, he is a pilgrim. 

j^/id. No more a pilgrim than, yourself. IVc 
said it. 

Peter. He is dress'd like a pilgrim. 

And, Pooh, how you babble! hold your tongue 
and listen. Which is the fitter person, do you 
think, to treat of matters secret and profound, I^ 
or your silly self? 

Peter. You, master Andrew, you. Talk on, 
I pray you ; I clearly love to hear you talk. 

And. Humph! 1 don't much dislike to hear 
myself. You must perceive there is a certain 
thing, which I possess in reasonable abundance, 
and you stand much in need of — I mean wisdonu 
Now there are three ways of acquiring wisdom: 
experience is the first — you have none of that : 
books arc the next — but them you cannot read : 
the third and last, and best of all the three, is 
genius; of that, friend Peter, you haVe not one 
grain. How lucky then for you that I am here, 
to drop a little sense into your noddle ! 

Peter. Pray, master Andrew, hav*nt you just 
now a drop or two in your own ? 

And. No matter. Open both your ears, and 
edify. I told you that the stranger was no pilr 

;rim ; and why? because I knew .him for tha 

'.arl of Leicester. Now there's a secret ; sec 
you keep it close. 

Peter. And why is it a secret? 

And. Hav'nt I said enough? Must I. explain 
to you, that old King Henry banishM .the £arl 



THE CONFESSION. 165 

i 

of Leicester for good cause; and yonng King 
Richard, for no cause at all, unless it be to pil- 
lage his estates, keeps hini in banishment ? Now 
there you have it; and what arc you the wiser 
for all this? 

Peter. Not much, in troth. Tis no concern 
of mine. 

And. There you are out. It is concern of 
your's, for you shall find the Earl will make short 
Work with your Sir Reginald, and drive him out 
to those same holy wars, of which thou can'st 
discuss the why and wherefore, about as leafrnedly 
as thou can'st calculate eclipses, or chop logic. 

Peter. Well; I can fight; will not that 
serve ? ' 

And. Yes, it will serve to prove thou art a 
dolt, to run thy head against a Saracen, and ask' 
him civilly to knock thy brains out. ' 

Peter. But how if I knock his ? 

And. He'll thank you for it; for then you waft 
him in a whifF to Paradise; you give him black- 
eyed girls, and beds of roses, where he quaffs 
coffee, that flows by in rivers, under the branches 
of pistachio trees. 

Peter. Ah, master, youVc too eloquent for 
me ;• but this I ktiow, if my young master, brave 
Sir Reginald, is to be turn'd adrift, there will be 
i^ater shed by some bright eyes, that shall be 
hamelefss. 

And. Torrents of t^ars, and hurricanes of sighs : 
You may quote me for that. Bad times are 
comitigon; sorrowful times. 

Peter. Oh lud, how I hate sorrow ! Tis so 
dull ; I never could abide it. 

And. No, nor will ever feel it. Now I hate 
•otrow too ; but what do I ? Ev'n what a 
wise man should— <;omfbrt ' myself, as you per*-^ 
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ceive, ii^time, that I may have wherqwi^; t|{^ 
comfort others. 

Feter. Aye, ypu ^ijcl^il your cpipfQrt ifl thft 
cellar. 

And. Well, and a blessing on his l^eart] whp; 

built it !. Iji^ mupt hav<j knpwn the >vQrth of wine, 

who rear'd suchsturdy archestoprotect his IjLqmpr.: 

. Peter. Yon was th^re all the time the qastle 

vfs^ on fire. 

4^</. Wher^ cquld 1^ be ao wel^? I qofjucYi'd 
my t;hir;^t, an4 pM^er9.bi^i;nt; their fing^rs-rr-Hpld I 
^^P5pmfi^jhfiye? 

J l^ir HvG^ DE l^cx enters. 

I^i^ If. Th§ gppd-day to ypu, worthy gefjtle- 
^?fl I Vf yoiilja^ye l^npwledge of a certain kqight> 
Sir Walter Scrppp by napoip, I, shall esieem it aj^ 
act of courtesy to bripg ipe to hiim. 

4fl4f. Pu^fi^^^.^ si^9 1 ^^ ^hp ™^Q t^ serve you, 
h^ipg fanj^liar with the ki)jgl[i^ly person pf §iB 
^^ljt;er Sf^rppp, whereas thi^. honest soi(}|€fr qfily, 
l)ir^^t8lJpp^. his horse. 

Sir H. Adjust your own precedeqfiieSi oply; 
be plea^!d t;p giy^ ipe quick aispatcli, as beaming 
firppi th^e Qm^ejQL qpmmapds pf 9p sipaU moment;. 

Afi^ I api Ijpr hig^Bpfis'a ojJseqij?pua sUye, 
ag^.^viHl mco^tjpenfjy give dispatch to you, 
being a man as loyally disposed, though I say i,t 
9lTO?l/i afl.a^ystfWe^t in tj^er^ealm of Englj^nd. 
Sjf, ; p€j;peiy,e. you'r^e. fpr t)^^ holy wars j truly 
a most praise- worthy ejUj^rprij^e, for which his 
Ijplijicss t% JPpROvi^li ]^ie?^you, lyeing an^prtd 
foe to Mahomet, alth|pu^t>, i^imi^plC 4 preacher U|| 

of l^tdfp. 

ySff: H. At prese5V,vi|kypur Leav^ WC*U,qiMJ| 
^ Pop^, ap9i go ift s^WBv of S^ V^ltqr, 
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Ami. This, way, so please you. Thegrov«>ls 
intricate; IMl be vouf gii]€le.-^Pete4r, ycai know 
your place. [£aieii;iA 

Scent changes and discovers the Castle of Sir Walter 
Scroop in ruins, hy jire. Adela is standing in 
a pensive posture, contemplating the ruins. The 
Earl of Leickster, preceded by Sir Waj-ter 
ScHOOP, enters^ and upon seeing his, daughter 
stops short. 

Sir W. Lo, where your daughter stands. 

lEarl of L. (lush, hush, be still. 
[Adela, advances towards the Castle,, and kneelsL 

Lady A. All gracious Providence^ whose 
mercy sav'd me from these devouring flames, 
which, but for thy vouchsafeincnt, and the 
courage of my deliverer, had amidst these ruins 
mingled my ashes, deign to accept my praises ! 
And oh ! whilst here thy rescued creature, kneeU 
ing, calls to mind the ^errors of that moment^ 
■lay I not, without oflfencey put up a prayer for 
him, who was thy timely messenger to save me? 
And, as it was the hand of Reginald that snatched 
mefrom these fires, so shall no other hand but 
his e'er lead me to thy sacred allarvrt^ 

Si^JV. \aJtoancing^'\ Stop !— r 

Lady Ax [rises and turns to Sir TValter\ Why 
shoul<l i stop ? To him, and him. alone, I plight 
my faith, and call on Heaven tojegister my vow. 

Sir IV. Recall it ! Supplicate toi be ah^olv'd 
from that rash vow, and fall upon your knees 
once more to Heaven, or you are lost for ever. 

Lady A. I bad been lost, inevitably Idst, 
4ind left my reliques in that flaming mass. 
Had not the generous Reginald preserv'd m& 
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This your own eyes behelcf, your lips confess'd. 
Your conscience witnesses. What is my crime ? 
If chaste affection, purity of heart, 
And the full sense of honour, be no crimes, 
How am J lost ? 

Sir IV. Tis not to me alone 
You vent the^e warm effusions. Be advis'd : 
Look round, examine before whom you speak, 
Ere you speak that, of which you may repent. 
Lady A. Your warning comes too late; you 

brought this stranger, 
A pilgrim, as jt seems, unseen of me. 
To steal upon my privacy, and catch 
The secret aspirations of my soul. 
Whilst I pour'd forth my conscious vows to 

him. 
With whom alone its inmost thoughts repose. 
Was that fair dealing ? Though disastrous times 
Made me your charge, and threw me on your 

care, 
I am the daughter of the Earl of Leicester: 
My noble father would ijot treat me thus. 
SirJV. You are the daughter of the Earl of 

Leicester — ^ 

That is confest ; but what is Reginald ? 

Lady ^.-What is he? By his virtues more 

ennobled 
Than all, who, in themselves obscure and mean. 
Have nothing but an ancestry to boast of. * 
He on the splendour of his own achievements 
Erects his title, in dcspight of birth ; 
They wear their lazy honourls by desctnt. 
Earl of L. Urge her no more — I know your 

father well, 
Hi^ thoughts are open to me as my own. 
Would you persist in what you now have vow'd. 
If he were present ? 



THE CONFESSION. l«9 

Lady A. Tis a strong appeal 
To oae, who would not grieve his wounded 

heart 
For the world's worth;. yet could I not depart 
From what IVe pledged in hearing of high 

Heaven, 
Though his thricc-honour'd person stood before 
me. 
Earl of L, Do you retain no memory of his 

person ? * 
Lady A. Alas, alas ! when fortune tore him 
from me, 
So young was I, that in my mind I kept 
No register of forms, however dear. 
My farther,, from his country long estrang'd, 
Is lost to my remembrance. 
Earl of L This will help it. 

[Produces a picture. 
Here is his portraiture — Not as he was, 
When in his happier days, but as he is; 
An exile, and a pilgrim, like to me. 
Take it; compare it! 

Lady A. Like to you — Oh Heaven ! — 
If this be Leicester's likeness, you — oh you 
Are Leicester's self — You are my long-lost 
father — 
[She sinks gradually on her kneCy as she speaks. 
me not kneel in error — Oh declare ! 
Are you indeed my father? 
Earl of L. To my heart, 
My throbbing heart, I press thee; oh my child! 
I am, I am thy father — 

-Sir fV. Cease, my lord ; 
Break off I-^We are observed. 

[Sir Hugh de Lacy appears at the side scene, 

brought in by Andrew. They speak apart. 

And. There is Sir Walter Scroop; you can't 
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mistake him. He is; the pilgrim's habit is no 
pilgrim ; he is the bftniah'd Earl of Leicester ; I 
teli you that, so it remains a secret. The lady is 
Ad^l^de Bellamont, his daughter, a piece of rare 
li^maoity, wor^thy your im>tice — fereweU ! [Esiti 

Sir Hugh de Lagt advances*, 

Sir H. Sir Walter Scroop> the Queeu, our gi'a- 
cious regent, 
Sends you kind greeting; and whereas she holds 
Your faithful services in high regard. 
In her free bounty to repair the loss 
Of this fair castle, she bestows upon you 
Her house of F^versham to hold in fee, 
With all that it contains. 

Sir tV. A princely boon^ 
For which I do remain her humble beadsman, 
To the last hour of life. 

Sir H. I have besides, 
News not less welcome to yauy friendly ear 
For the brave Earl of Leicester — a fall pardon^ 
With restitution of his manors, rents. 
Castles, and royalties ; to the extent 
Of all that he enjoy 'd, when, in defence* 
Of the attainted honour of the Queen^ 
Encag'd he drew his sword : for which the King, 
Our second Henry, banish'd and despoiled hiii>. 
If now he hears me, and in doubt conceals 
His noble person in the homely garb 
0( a poor pilgrim^ he will cast it off^ 
And let an old true friend, who shares his joy, 
Enfold him in his arms. 

Earl of L. Come to my heart ! 
Thus, thus enfolded, Leicester lives again. 
Brav^ Knjght, throughout all Christendom ac- 
kopwledg'd: 
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]Mirror Otf olnvalryj^ beholds I cast, 
At thy command, these pilgrim weeds away; 
And ^o ^y queen, the gmcinus; Eleanor, 
Devote myself her ever-bounden knight : 
Again to drs^w my swprd in, her defence^ 
If s^l^n.der calls it fonth, in her good cause 
Control to aufiier bapi^ment or d<^ath. 

Sir H. Them buckle on youi; armour, gallant 
lord, 
KjxA join your, pepi's at Vergelay, where France 
Holds friendly congress with our English king. 
There you shall find us; thither we are bounds 
And good Sir Walter Scroop must be content 
To part from Reginald. 

Sir W. Heay'n knows how gladly : 
Now, now I live again. [Aside. 

Sir Ml His king expects 
The youthful hero, whom, from helm to spur 
All bathed in gore, he knighted on the breach. 
The gallant Richard in the blood, that flow'd 
From his gash'd cuirass, dipt his sword, and drew 
Across his buckler thrice the streaming blade ; 
Then bade him rise. Sir Reginald de Tours, 
And gave him licence evermore to wear 
That brave device emblazon'd on his shield. 

Lady A. Do you note that, my father ? 

Sir H. Now to you. 
Most fair and noble lady, I am charged 
With a commission from our gracious Queen — 
A broider'd scarf, by her owu fingers wrought. 
She sends by me, commanding you to inv est 
With that her princely gift your own true 

knight; 
Who, when the savage flames embay 'd you 

round, 
Bravely to save your life exposed his own, 
As did your father his, when evil tongues, 
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Than fire more fierce, conspir'd tc blast her 
• fame. 
Lady A. To the commands of my benignant 
Queen, 
Her humble handmaid, I profoundly bow. 
But if, when summoned to invest her knight, 
My quivering nerves disgrace the. awful task, 
Let this reflection mitigate my fault — 
The hands will tremble when the heart dissolves. 
Sir IV. Enough ! — and hark, the convent bell 
proclaims 
An hour past noon — [A distant clock strikes one."] 

Whilst, issuing from the gate, 
An armed warrior this way bends his steps. 

Sir H. Tis he; 'tis Reginald !^— he turns aside; 
My soul's in arms to greet him— Let us follow 1 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 
A Chamber. Sir Hugh de Lacy^ and Reginald. 

Sir //• To part from those, who well deserve 
our love, 
Is no slight task, no trivial sacrifice; 
But we are soldiers, and when duty calls, 
All those fine chords, that twine about the heart. 
In honour's grasp are feeble as the threads, 
Which the light spider weaves upon the grass : 
Therefore, my hero^ let us live to day 
As for ourselves, to-morrow for our lame. 

Sir R. Oh brave De Lacy, oh my more than 
father, 
To-morrow, and as many more to-morrows 
A^ in the book of fate are numbered out 
For my allotment, I devote as due 
To hiln, whose badge I wear, and, to my King, . 
Who bought me at a price so far beyond 
The measure of my worth ; but as the soldier, 
Who never heard the trumpet sound to battle, > 
At the first chai;ge may tremble, even so, t 
In love a novice, I approach the hour. 
That takes me hence, with terror and dismay* . 

Sir H. Love is no hero's passion. 

Sir R. Virtuous love. 
And such is mine to Adela, inspires 
^Virtuous ambition. 

SirH. In the warrior's eye 
The fire should never languish ; to his heart, ' 
Wrapt in its iron case, no fond desire. 
No soft unmanly passion should approach : 
The feeble darts that love's weak urchin throws^ 
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pierce not that bosom from whose tcmpcrM 

mail 
The blunted spedr rebounds, and, if it pants, 
It pants for glory, dr *rfth afiger k\frells. 

Sir R. Illustrious chief, I know it is not here, 
In Feversham's soft shades, that glbry dwells^ 
But in the dusty plains of Palestine, 
Where Saladin draws out his turban'd host. 
The soldier's music is the battle's shout, 
The clashing cymbal and the neighing steed j 
To see a wood of spears uprear^d in air, 
Their bi'oa'd blades gKttei-ing in the gblden ^ub, 
As they werie tipt with fife ; whilst over sil 
The red-dross banner waves, and Victory sioa^s. 
If these are objects glorious in his eyes 
Who never lov'd, how must they iire my sfcml^ 
Wh6se great ambition is to earn a name, 
That Leicester's daughter may noit Mush to 

share? 
Sir H. Leicester, indeed, might boE$t as iiigfc 

descent 
As any subject in our English reahn'; 
If Leicester, so illustrious in himself, 
For valour and for virtue so renown'd^ 
Had need of such ^odr aids^ but when you sky 
Your great ambition is to earn a tianie, 
Have you forgot De Tours? Is that a flame 
Which any noble maid might blush to shitr* ? 
Sir R. The hunter nam^s his hounds, so ihay 

the King 
His soldiers: chance> that gave, miay tak6 

away 
That fleeting favour^ and the day may cohiNft, 
That some ignoble mother, when she sees 
Her beggar's brat a ptosperous gentleman, 
May let her vanity outrun her shame, 
Ami claim me ai her base- bom ptiogeny. 
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Sir H. No, no, that claim will never rise to 

light; 
Seard to perpetual silence, it must sleep, 
Under the guard of honour. If the name 
Of her, who gave you being, were pronouncM, 
The blood, that circles in your veins^ would 

stop, 
And cause the pulses of your heart to cease 
With wonder and amaze. ^ 

Sir R. I now perceive 
You, that have been the patron of my faYne^ 
My father let me call you, are possessed 
Of the important secret, which to impart 
If prayers could move you, I would kneel te 

know. 
Look at this cross ! the symbol of my faitb^ 
Is this dishonour's badge ? Why am I held 
Worthy to wear it ; if unworthy deem'd 
To hold in trust a circumstance, on which 
My evei;y hope of happiness, perhaps 
The very safety of my soul depends? 

Sir iC Urge me no more ; nor time nor pl^cf 

accord^ 
Nor is thy heart prepared to entertain 
The awful wonder, till^ at distance thrown 
From all that here surround us, seas shall rol^ 
And mountains rise, and nations intervene 
Twixt thee and Adela ; then, as we pace 
The sacred soil, which our Redeemer trod, 
I will unfold : Till then forbear thy suit, 
Avoid conjecture^ 'twill destroy thy peace; 
And above all, beware Sir Walter Sctoopl [Ea^it. 
Sir R. How awfully those warnii^ words oqvp^ 

firm 
What Nature hath impressed upon my heart-^ 
Beware Sir Walter Scroop-^And see, he comet 4 
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Sir Walter and Lady Scroop enter. 

Sir JV. My son, since all-disposing fate ordains 
That we must part, my consolation is, 
Your virtues have repaid me all the cares 
That your whole life hath cost me : you go forth 
Grac'd with the royal favour of your Queen, 
Nobly appointed in a cause as noble. 
New scenes of glory wait you in the East, 
Where the prime spirits of the Christian world 
With rival zeal will wage their holy war. 

Lady S. Can any war be holy ? ' ^ 

Men may wage war for plunder, for revenge. 
For their ambition ; but to fight for Him, 
Who fought not for himself^ to my humble reason 
Cannot be reconcird. 

Sir R. Had Heav'n endow'd 
Its creatures with benevolence like your's. 
War never had been known ; the sword had slept. 
But if God gives me victory in the battle. 
For your dear sake I will remember mercy, 
And spare my^ fallen foe. So, when withdrawn. 
Perhaps for ever, to far distant climes, 
I still shall keep your image in my sight, 
Still lay your bright example to my heart. 
And pront by the lessons you have taught. 

Lady S. Child of my love, my pray'rs shall 
• tell to Heaven 
What my tongue dare not, what it cannot speak. 
Go, and if just the cause in which you fight, 
Conquest will follow your triumphant arms ; 
But if the fathers of the Church mistake 
The peaceful spirit of our meek religion. 
And draw the sword to slaughter guiltless mei^, 
Whose only error springs from education, 
Vain will be all your efforts. But I've done — 



THF CONFESSION. 177 

Tis not a woman's province to discuss 
Questions of this high import. 

-Sir IV. Truly said. 
So, even so, my good old mother talk'd. 
When for the first time I went forth to battle ; 
And mothers so will talk to the world's end ; 
Yet nations will fall out, and men will fight, 
In spite of all that peacemakers can say. 

A Messenger enters. 

Mess. Sir Knight, you are expected at the 
convent : 
The Earl of Leicester waits. 

Sir R. I shall attend. [Exit Messenger. 

To both my generous friends at once — farewell ! 
I now anticipate that painful word, 
Lest, when to-morrow comes, and brave De Lacy 
Points to the harbour, where our galley rides, 
My tongue shoul(| fail me, and the tervent thanks, 
Which my full heart conceives, die on my lips. 

{Exit. 
Sir Wi\LT£R and Lady Scroop. 

Sir W. Weep not, my gentle Margaret ; dry 
your tears ! 
For mark how happy fortune smiles upon us. 
Thanks to the bounty of our Queen, we change 
A ruin'd castle for a royal palace. 
To-morrow Reginald embarks for France ; 
To-morrow we to Feversham repair, 
Therefore farewell to all my cares to-morrow. 
I keep it as a double holiday, 
A day the whitest in the calendar. 

Lady S. So you are happy, I shall be content. 

Sir fV. I know your goodness, and severely feel 
My temper's past defects. Oh, 'twas unkind, 

VOL. I. N 
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It was inbuTnan^ with reiii0r8e I own it,. 

To hurt a heart so-tender andiso true. 

Why did I not confide to you' the secnet, 

That sour'd my nature, and destroy *d my peace? 

Lady S. Ah, why indeed? I am) your wife^.and 
scorn 
To be the base betrayer of your trustv 

Sir IV. Then hear my story, and Ifet that atooc— 
You may remember, more than'twenty years 
Have pass'dy since Bjknry, in d^espite of Rome, 
Drove the arch-prelate Becket from his see : 
Twas then the Earl of Leicester was dispatch'd 
To calm the angry Pontiff — hard the task, 
And twelve long months of absemce had elaps'lc^ 
Whilst here at Feversham his countess^ ILv'd 
In solitude with the neglected Queen, 
Our royal Eleanor^ 

Lady S. I well remember. 
Whilst feithless Menry haunted Woodstoek bmrai^ 
His slighted consort pass'd the di<eacy dme^ 
Unnotic'^d and vforforn. 

Sir W. It was the hour 
Of midnight; wfien^ a sitmnYons from tlie palace 
Rous'd me from sleep; I followed my conductress, 
Who* fed me to the chamber erf a lady, 
Within whose arms a smiling cherub lay : 
Twa» LctcesterV coMort, and ber new-born babe. 
Our darKng Reginal<ek — 

Lady S. Oh, hof ror, horror ! 
Brother of Adela— Unhappy sow 
Of her, whom lining we esteemed a saint. 
Whom Lcrcester foIl<w*d to^the grave \?ith teats 
And sighs, that mehed tbe fteholders hearts. 
But say, what further evidence of guilt?—* 
Did she confess it ? 

Sir W. Hear the rest, and krdge.-^ 
Languid and faint^ with trembling i/HHce she said^ 
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** If ever pity touched your manly heart/ 
As a true knight^ I do conjure you take 
This helpless innocent, protect his life. 
And save a wretched mother from disgrace !" 
What need of words ? 1 took the lovely babe, 
Bound to concealment, rear'd him as you knoVi 
And never hath the secret pass'd my iips, 
Till now that in your bosom I repo»e it. 

Laify S. This could not be a seci'Ct from the 
Queen^ 
For they were fast and undivided friends. 

Sir fr. Right sure she knows it^ smd I put the 
favours 
2^w shower'd on us to Reginald's account. 

Lady S. So it should seem, and yet *tis some- 
what strange 
The Queen should be so lenient to a crime, 
And so indignant of the in^utation, 
When pointed at hersel^Onc question more— 
Who is the father ? 

Sir IV. That eludes conjecture : 
There I am wholly lost. 

LcUbf S. Turn, turn the hearts^ 
Of these unconscious lovers, gmciocrs Heav6tt I 
Now bear him hence, ye wavesi waft him, yc 

winds, 
Till on the shores of Palestffie be lands, 
There in the blood of infidels to quench 
The incestuous flam^, that demons, who deKght 
In Virtue's fall, have kindled in his breaisL 

Sir fV. Enough! 'tis.done.^ To-morrow he 
departs. 
Retire, my love, and calm your troubled thoughts. 
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Scene changes to a Hall in the Convent of Feversham. 

The Earl of Leicester alone. 

Ye sacred walls, by my forefathers rear'd 
In the first William's day, with filial awe 
Once more I visit you. Amongst their tombs 
Silent I walk, as fearing to offend 
With my rude steps their venerable shades. 

Ambrose entef^s with Adela. . 

Amb. Illustrious patron of our ancient house, 
Behold this noble maid, whose inmost thoughts 
IVc searched, and find them pure, though sorely 

rent 
With agony for loss of him she loves. 
You were a husband once, your heart hath felt 
Those strong affections, which, if rudely cross'd. 
Bear down the soul with overwhelming woe, . 
Ev'n to the loss of reason, you can judge 
With candour, you with mercy can decide. 
Her conscience is my charge, her choice is yours. 

\Exit. 

Leicester and Adela. 

Earl of L. Come hrther, Adela I that holy man 
Speaks as he feels, but he is not a father. 
To him the world is nothing ; names, degrees, 
And titles, are but featbers in his scale ; 
Virtue alone he weighs — 

Lady A. What else is worthy ? 

Earl of L. Beware, my child, how you indulge 
such thoughts, 
As bear a show of metaphysic truth, 
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But, when applied to practice, mock your reason. 
We, that are caird to fill distinguished parts 
On the world's stage, must so deport ourselves 
As not to languish in the world's esteem. 
You are my only stay : on you devolves 
The fortune of my house : you have a name ; 
What name hath Keginald? 

Lady A. De Tours. A name 
Above all names, ennobled by his king, 
Earn'd by his sword, emblazon'd in his blood, 
And written on his shield in characters 
So legible, that all the world may read. 

Earl of L. True; these are honours that his 
valour won, 
And worthily he wears. These you record 
In glowing language; why not add to these 
The royal troph v by De Lacy brought, 
The scarf, by which you must prepare to deck 
The knight, whom kings applaua and queens 

adorn? 
With all these honours grac'd, let him go forth, 
Let Palestine be sav'd, and he is yours. 

Lady A. Ere Palestine is sav'd^ I shall be lost. 

Earl of L. Your mother was as precious to 
my sight 
As Reginald to vours, yet at the call 
Of honour, I left all my heart held dear. 

Lady A. You did, my father; but you carried 
with you 
The consciousness of having left to chance 
No power to cancel that heart-binding bond, 
Which holy church had seal'd. 

Earl of L. She lov'd my fame; 
She was Lord Pembroke's daughter, nobly.born. 

Lady A. And yet you lov'dner from a nobler 
motive — 
Her virtues and endowments. 



1S2 THE CONFESSION. 

Earl ofL. Ah my child, 
Now aft I turn tny tearful eyes upon thee, 
Methinks I see her* 

Lady A. Would to Heaven you did ! 
Her gentle shade would plead with such a look 
Of soft seraphic pity, you would melt, 
And own that he alone, who sav*d the life 
Of your poor Adela, deserves her love. 

Beginalp enteu to them. 

Earl of L. Welcome, brave Reginald I at 
length we meet, 
And face to face I see the valiant knight, 
Who to his followers, in the breach at Tours, 
Trac'd out the road to conquest in his blood. 

Sir R. Praise from the man, who is himself 

adorn'd 
With glory's brightest wreath, is praise indeed. 

Earl of L. I hear the King has called a gallant 
band 
Of chosen knights, to be his body's guard, ' 
And fellows in the field. 

Sir R. I hear the same. 

Earl of Z. I'm told withal that you are nam'd 
as one 
In this heroic list, and that the scarf 
By the queen^mother sent you, is the badge 
Of your election. 

Sir R. When that sacred scarf. 
Is wrapt around me by an angel's hand, 
If my heart so enfolded, does not feel 
A hero's fire, I must be less than man. 

Earl of L. Go then, and tear the charmed 
standard down 
Of haughty Saladin; go, make his moons 
Stoop in the dust before the conqu'rilig cross. 
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Like a true knight, in tdanger^ .front oppoM 
Your new'enrblazbn'diabidd before the breacK; 
Of your brftvieiKing; while .infideU, who (dream 
xTbe ;gabes of Pamdise ariS opening to them, 
Infuriate irush to meet )pred;efiltin'd tdeath. 
Tl^n iCome with all your laurels blooming freA, 
And Iby the iionour that is in me — Mah^! 

AmBBOSE 4he . Monk entcn. 

We are prevented — 

JLaiSbf A. No— ^^ipcm imy tknees 
I do implore you, iill fthe sentence up, 
Complete the cpronnisei; let not honour's name 
Be |^le4ig'df to ^vamish tike <an idle word ; 
But^ in the hearing jof this holy man, 
Oh, speak ^Htiir purpcne, speak ! 

Arab. If I offend, 
Let me depart. 

Lady A. No/ no, you can't offend. 
My father is not angry ; he is kind, 
Generous, and full of pity — 

Earl of L. Cease, my child; 
Give me your hand— And now, if Reginald, 
With heart affianc'd to this noble maid. 
Upon the faith of a true knight, will swear 
To do her loyal service in the wars. 
Keeping his honour pure, bis love entire. 
And so returning shall demand her hand 
In holy wedlock) solemnly I pledge 
My sacred word, on him I will bestow her. 
The word has pass'd ; the holy man has heard it ; 
Now let him witness and record my vow. 

Sir R. Oh, lead me to the altar ; let me swear 
In hearing of high Heaven — 

Amb. Be patient, son ! 
The church is occupied, the choir attends 
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To chant their office as the form directs, 
Whilst Adela invests you with the scarf, 
Thereto deputed by tne royal sender. 

Lady A. Ah, cruel father, why with this delay 
Torture my throbbing heart ? Why interpose 
To dash my hope, just springing to the birth? 
Take me, oh take me to some darkling cell. 
There in conventual-gloom let me abide, 
Till light and life and Reginald return. 

Earl of L. No, Adela, the father counsels 
well. 
*Twere fit that vows so solemn should be pledged 
Before the altar; first array your knight 
With all the forms that chivalry prescribes ; 
Then, by the hand of his dear mistress deckt 
With honours brightest trophy, let him kiss 
The sacred shrine, and with the double tie 
Of love and of religion bind his oath. 
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ACT III. . 

Sir Walter and Lady Scroop. 

Lady S. Certain it is he has pledg'd himsielf 
to Reginald to give him Adelato wife, when he 
returns from Palestine, and the war shall be 
over. 

Sir W. Who tells you this ? 

Lady S. Adela herself. 

Sir IV. Well, let that pass. So long as the 
Earl of Leicester confines himself to promises, I 
shall be silent. Nothing short of the last neces- 
sity, nothing less than the irresistible call upon 
my conscience to prevent the horror of an in- 
cestuous marriage, shall force the secret from 
me. I have had dispatches from the Queen 
within this hour. 

Lady S. I understand a courier has been with 
you. 

Sir W. Yes, and with fresh injunctions to 
obser^'^e the strictest secrecy from all the parties, 
she adds fresh bounties to ensure my silence. 
3he graciously informs me, it is in contempla- 
tion to create me Lord Scroop of Feversham, in 
consideration of my loyalty, and the care I have 
bestow'd upon the education of Reginald; and 
to this she subjoins, that " whatever may be my 
conjectures as to the authors of his birth, let 
them on no account transpire, as I regard her 
favour^'* 

Lady S. There is a mystery in all her Majesty's 
proceedings with respect to Reginald, that I 
cannot fathom. The eagerness with which she 
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recommetids this marriage, is what I cannot find 
a motive for. 

Sir IV. I only know what motives govern me; 
of her*s I cannot judge. Promises, buch as 
Leicester has referr'd to the termination of the 
war, will not force me upoa discovery ; but, if 
melted by the entreaties of his daughter, daz- 
ded by the graces of Reginald, or deluded by 
the sophistry of Father Ambrose, he should de$f- 
perately attempt to join their^haods in holy 
wedlock ; I will rescue the altar from propha* 
nation, and my owq conscience from responsibi- 
lity,, at whatever perih . 

Lady S. To execute that duty faithfully, you 
must cloudy watch the motions of the monk ; I 
know how much he has at heart th^ coosumiMr 
tion of this dreadful iBatch» Adela ha^ accesis 
to him OD the plea of confession at aU hours; 
Reginald has been loidg'd ii^ this convent, ever 
since we were reduc'd tio tak^ refugie gn tbf^ 
small habitation. Recollect that, Adela i^ togiv€ 
the scarf to her knight this very evening — ^ dan- 
gerous ceremony. What could possess the Que^ii 
to impose that upon a sister, which is only the 
office of a mistress to her lover? 

Sir fV. That is with the queen to answer — 

Andrsw enier^yjbllowcd by Petj;^. 

Sir W. How now, Andrew I why this intert 
Tuption ? 

And. So please you« Sir Walter, this poor 
fellow, Peter by nanve, son of your old servant 
Deborah, who acts as dry nurs? to your heoi 
and chickeafl, has conceived a most pious incli- 
nation for iht holy wara^ and shapes you wiU be 
pleas'd to diflp«n»e with his vaisala^f^e^ and £fty4Mtr 
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lum with a discbarge. Peter, stand forward and 
make your bow. 

Sir fV. I recollect him now about the castle. 

P^ttr. Yes, I have been about the castle, man 
and boy, ever since I was born. 

Lady S. And what has put it into your headf 
Peter, to turn soUier? 

jiind. Ever since he notic'd a. Saracen's head 
4ipon a sign-posc he has been seie'd with a most 
inveterate resolution to drive them out of 
Palestine. 

Peter. Yes, I should like to drive them out, 
and list myself under Sir Reginald. FU fight 
for him whilst I have breath in my body. 

Sir fV. Make out hb^ discharge, and give him 
a noble in his pt>cket to drink the health of his 
bmve commander. 

And* Oh lord, sir, give him nothing to drink. 
Peter is an honest fello^tr, and knows by expe- 
rience that honesty is its own reward. He is 
quite satisfied of that, having had the honour of 
working for you, without pay, these many years 
past 

Sir W. Do as you are order'd, and let me not 

be troubled with your foolish comments.-^ Come, 

Lady Scroop ; we have business of another sort. 

. [Eaeunt Sir Walter and Lady Scroop. 

Manent Anvkzw and Peter. 

Peter. Master Andrew, a word with you, under 
favour. 

And. Say on, my lad of valour; speak thy 
mind, thou terrible antagonist of the Sultan 
Saladin. 

Peter. Aye, there you've hit upon it ; that's 
the pinch. I would fain know the right of i^ 
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that I may have wherewith to talk a bit to 
mother, who is cruelly set against that Holy 
Land* 

And. Out upon her, foolrsh woman, she little 
knows what comforts wait you in that charming 
country. 

Peter. I pray you let me know of what sort 
they are, for I dearly love to have my comforts 
about me. You have been amongst those same 
Saracens, master Andrew, and have the gift of 
describing; I beseech you, make me a little 
acquainted with them. 

And. Oh, as for that, you'll soon get acquainted 
with them, friend Peter; they are not at all 
ceremonious ; they have a familiar wa^ of salu- 
ting you with their battle-axes, and tew Chris- 
tian sculls are obdurate enough to stand out 
against them. 

Peter. If that be all, let *em come on, I can 
handle the battle«»axe perhaps as « well as they 

And. They have also a way of handling the 
sabre, which chops off the head at a stroke. 
When that happens, the tnan who has lost his 
head,- seldom makes any use of his body after- 
wards. ' , 

Peter. No, he dies, we'll suppose. Well, be it 
so : a man can die but once, that's my comfort. 

And. If a Saracen takes you prisoner, he will 
allow you the honour of making your public 
entry, sitting upon the back of a scurvy ass, 
with your face towards the crupper, and your 
ignoble parts tOM^rds Mecca; in this posture 
he will entertain you with a flogging, dujring 
which you cut capers, to the infinite recreation 
of all true believers in their false prophet. 

Peter. Let 'em flog; let 'em flay, me; they 
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can do no more, and I dare say I can bear it. 
When I run, they are. welcome to catch me; 
whilst I stand still, they shall not have me for a 
little — so no more of that. Whilst we fare well, 
our hearts won't fail, and soldiers make their 
quarters good : please God and the king, we 
6hall live upon the fat of the land. 

And. Yes, upon fat crows, and fat kites ; you 
will live sumptuously upon rats and mice ; dine 
deliciously upon frogs and newts, and rotten 
biscuit, that the weevils have mumbled into 
dust, with water soup out of the ditches, to 
wash it down, and pig-nuts for a d^esert, if you 
have the luck to find 'em. 

Peter. Never fear me ; I am one of those 
that love to live well, but, if provisions run 
short, there is nothing like content. 

And. Then for lodging ; you have the earth 
for your bed, a atone for your pillow, and the 
sand for your coverlid. 

Peter. And that is altogether as good as a 
blanket ; so I shall lie warm at least, which is a 
luxury I delight in ; so now, master Andrew, I 
thank you heartily for your good news, and if 
you have any commands where I am going, let 
me know 'em, for I shall be off to-morrow. Now 
let us look out for the Saracen's head, take a 
parting flaggon to our next merry meeting, and 
keep it up till we have turn'd our noble into 
ninie-pence. 

And. Well said, my honest fellow ; thou hast 
the spirit of a true man of Kent, and let Saladin 
and his Saracens look to it. Cpme on ! 

[Exeunt arm in arm. 
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Scene changes to the Convent. 
Sir HcTGH D2 Lact oifif Ambrose the Monk, 

Sir H. Father, we know irliat care yoa have 
bestow'd 
On our young hero, Reginal de Tours, 
From infancy to manhood, training on 
His ductile mind to Virtue's full expanse. 
Nor 1, alone, who love him as a son. 
But Eleanor, our gracious Queen, has kept 
A faithful register of your deserving*, 
Which will not pass without their due reward. 

Amh. They are rewarded, sir, when nam'd by 
you; 
They also are repaid by the delight. 
With which I see my pupil rise to fame, 
Right nobly won and royally bestow'd : 
But when you tell me that my gracious Queen 
Deigns to remember me, a poor recluse. 
That has renounced the world, and by the world 
Conceives himself forgotten, I must wonder, 
That midst so many great and public cares> 
Obiect so mean can occupy a thought. 

&r H. You must not say you have renowned 
the world. 
Whilst it has claims upon you. Yon have made 
Your pupil virtuous, you must mrake him happy. 

Amo. Oh that I could ! behold me grey with 
years : 
What is ray life, unless I live for him ? 
Why beats this heart, why toils this aching bram, 
But for his sake ? I am a man of peace, 
And boasting ill becomes an humble monk; 
But, in the cause of that beloved youth. 
Place me in danger's front, I'll not go back» 
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5ifr H. Da you not see bow ardeirtty he loves 
The peerless daughter of the Earl of Leicester ? 
Did he not snatch her from the blazing ruin* 
Of vonder castle ? does he not deserve her ? 
Amb. He does deserve her,, and she meets fais 

love. 
Sir H. Who then forbids their xxniovL ? does 
the pride 
Of Leicester rouse at his mysterious birth ? 
Amb. The Earl of Leicester^ with 3 noble csa- 
doiir. 
Has promised him his daughter, when the waiv 
In Palestine now kindled, shall be qoeach'd. 
Sir H. But who can promise when that time 
shall be? 
None but the great Disposer of events. 
Torrents of Christian blood shall first be spilt, 
Ere that fierce conflagration shall be quench'd. 
I know the power of Saladin how vast ; 
Though all the kings of Europe shall combine 
To shake his mighty empire, their own thrones 
Shall be the first to tremble with the shock. 
Where is the per rod then of war like this^ 
And what is happiness delay'd but pain? 
Why does not Leicester join their hands this 
night ? 
Amb. That is at once my council and m^y wish. 
Sir H. Then might the wedded Adela embark 
With other noble matrons for Messnia, 
Where Richard's fleet and army will repose 
Till the confederates shall collect their force. 
Amb. Propose the marriage then ; who* Kfce 
yourself, 
With influence only second to the Queen's, 
Can so persuade; or, if occasion need, 
Who with such high authority control ? 
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Sir H. If then the Queen through me should 
speak the word, 
Would you obey it ? 

Amb. I coula not refuse, 
Knowing the honour of Sir Hugh de Lacy. 

&r H. But if herself should speak — 

Amb. Behold me ready ! 

Sir H. Be ready then — for in this scroll she 
speaks. 
Take it, peruse it; 'tis address'd to you ; 
By her own hand 'tis written ; on the wax 
Her royal seal is stampt — And know withal. 
When the contents are satisfied, I hail you 
Abbot of Tewkesbury, and mitred lord. \^Exit. 

Ambrose alone. 

Abbot of Tewkesbury !— a princely boon, 

And doubly grateful as my native spot. 

But on what terms? A Queen not over chaste, 

A lady once divorc'd and twice arraign'd, 

May dictate terms to make my conscience start, 

My holy function blush — Why then at once. 

Guilty ambition, hence ! — Now to the test — 

[Opens the packet and reads. 

" To the Right 'Holy Father Ambrose of 
Tewkesbury, greeting — 

" When this shall be delivered to you by 
my faithful servant. Sir Hugh de Lacy, let it be 
your warrant forthwith to join the hands of Re- 
ginald de Tours, my knight at arms, and Adela 
de Bellamont, my well-belov'd, in holy wedlock, 
without let or gainsay, such being my pleasure, 
and their lawful inclinations. If Leicester, who 
owes me for no less than life and fortune, be- 
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coixfe^^ c6iiientiau8 upon thetnatter of Reginald V 
mysterious birth, so as to be no otherwise ap- 
peaSs 'd, deliirer to him in secrecy the letter herein 
enclosed ; if not, forbear, as you respect my fa- 
vour, to violate the seal-^ 

Your's, in all honourable service, 

ELEANOR, Regent" 

It shall be so ! I spy no flaw in this. 
No just impediment, that should arrest 
The consecration of their mutual love. 

Reginald enters. 

How now, tny sotn ! whv that disorder'd brow ? 

Sir IL As I was passing hither, in the clorister 
I met Sir Walter Scroop. He seizVl my hand, 
And bade me stop : silent awhile he stood, 
And gaz'd upon me ; thien, as cfoe surpriz'd 
By siidden transport, threw his arms around me^ 
And press'd me to his hearts At length he cried— ^ 
Let me not seem unkind, when I dfbnfess, 
Such are the terrors that alarm my soul 
For one ao Justly delar, so triily gobd, 
That I shall bless tbe hour that takes you hence. 

^mi. His reason wanders; maiiy <a time he 
has talked 

« 

In the same stcain to me. Did you reply ? 

Sir R. I simplv ask'd him to disclose thecduse, 
That so disturbed his peace. 

Amb. Tis aH in vain. 
I've made the same enquiry o'er and o'er. 
It only feeds hisi phrenzy. 
V Sir R. So it seem'd ; 
For on my qliestion, with disorder'd look, « 
Qe wildly answisrVi-^ Would I know the catuie 

VOL. !• O 
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Thftt raisM the storm of passions in his heart, 

I must betake me to the silent vault 

Where sleeps the wife of Leicester, arid invoke 

Her spirit to awake and find a voice. 

This said, an instant horror seem*d to strike 

His trembling frame ; he started^ and was gone* 

Amb, Let this suffice. You need no other proof* 
I saw him when his castle was on fire : 
Congeal'd with^horror and amaze he stood, 
And in those moments, whilst you rushM through 

flames 
To save the dying Adela, despair, 
That fixt him motionless, had seiz'd his brain ; 
And now, when fearful recollection strikes 
His shattered senses, he conceals himself 
Amongst the tombs, and comn&unes with the dead* 
Therefore it is he raves of Leicester's wife j 
For there he mostly haunts. . 

Sir R. I think, indeed^ 
It is the horror of that dismal night 
That has derang'd his mind ; for sure till then • 
A kinder gentleman there did not live. 
To me at least the best and warmest friend ; 
But now how changed, how sullen and morose 
To all around him ! Most of all to me; > 
For now, when even Leicesirer smiles upon me^ 
He, still professing friendship, still opposes . . 
All that my most inveterate foe could urge 
To thwart my hopes of Adela. ^ 

Amb. Your hopes. 
Shall become certainties this very night. 

Sir R. Father, what mean you ? 

Amb. To obey. the voice 
Of Nature, and to circumvent the plots^ 
Tliat now ate hatching to defeat those hopes, 
Which, built on promises, . are built on air. 
But Heav'n, whilst I keep guard upon its altar^ 
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Shall not be tnockM by promises, or plots, 
Man's weak devices — Adela, come forth !— 

Sir R. Hah, Adela ! 

Amb. Becalm! and see, she conies. 

Adela enters. 

Ladiy A. Father, what cause so urgent ? — Gra- 
cious Heaven, 
Is it for him, for him that I am summon'd ? 
What has befallen him ? Oh, quickly speak ! 

Amb. Be not alarm'dr-Sir Reginald de Tours, 
Bv tbW heroic title, ^rqater far 
Tlian any from inhentaiitce derived, 
By the re^qplendent trpphie^ that you wear 
On your emblazoned shield, and, more than all, 
By that youir sacred Cross I do adiure you, 
li)ok bn this noble mai(]en ; and declare 
If in true faith and purity of soul, 
B)^ chaste and holy love ^lone inspired, 
You have assaird.andiwonher virgin ^eart. 
«Si> iK. Need I reply ? To Heav'u/ and you arc 
known / _ 

Each secret thought within my heart con$eiv*d ; 
And, as I've lodg'd her he^v'nly image there, 
What foulness can inhabit where she dwells ? ; 
^m^y Enough I now hear me. — Holy Qhufch, 
whose rites 
My part is; to administer, in me 
Speaks ; and by me consents to^ join your hands 
Iq the pure bond of wedlock. Let not doubt 
Perplex your minds : upon myself I take 
The peril of the act. This night you wed, 
This hour, this instant — 
[^ short but solemn strain is heard as at a distance. 

But I'm summon'd. Hark ! 
They have begun to celebrate their mass 

02 
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^or LeicestjBf 'd safe return. That serVide piati 
Cbmc to ihe private chapel, and bc^secrefe lEait. 

» - • • • • 

Reqivavd and Abel A. 

Sir R. My Adela, ndy souPs supreme delight, 
How I respect thee, honour and adore thee, 
Words are tdo weak to tell. Thou^st beard the 

monk; ' ' ' '^ ^ 

A man too wise to sport with idle words,* ' • 
Too jufet to deal in fallacies and plots, 
Yet I cGiljiire' thee' weigh what he proposes » 
With what thy ftthgf promised, and decide 
As fits the dignity of L^icestei^'s daughter. 
Lady A. What is my father's promise? Can I 

weigh ' ' ' -'^ ■ • - ' ■ ;- • ■■'^' ;■ ^ ' 
A vapour, a deceitful, distant spark, '^ 
Glimmering; but not with 'hope ; a trcaicjherous 

light, ■''-, ' ^-'^V'"^" '•: -, '• '^"•^■■' ': 

That only selves to lure Kt\t to tny grave? 
If in my fatherVprbmisel coniBde, '•'*- 
To-mof.rbw\^e must part ;.y:Oi!i to th(6 east, ' 
Where every mprning'ssun will risein Blood ; 
I'to'a convent's solitary gloom. 
Nightly to wander by the moon's pale beam 
Midst noHow vaults- that echo^to tfiy groans, 
l^illlneladcholy and despair 8h4ll;end me.^ 

Sir R. Then let the holy father join our hands^ 
And honour's plea stand by' till love'bi^ heard. 
Then shall tny wedded Adela ascend ' 
Thefve^^el, thattrarfspofts her husbknd hence; 
And noble Leicester, when npon our kQees 
Suppliant wit fall^ and^with our mingVirtg tears 
Bathe his paternal feet, shall feel li& hea<rt 
Melt to forgiveness, and Confess thy life 
Was \^orth preserving, though with honour's loss. 

Lady A. He is a hero ; he has been a husband: 
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We shall riot' part un blest ; he will forgive us : ' 
By his own sufferings taught, he knbws to feel 
when others sufFdn I have pray'd for iheVcy ; 
Before the shrine of my protectitig saint 
I sent up my petition, wnen the voice 
Of the good Ambrose rais'd me from nf^y knees. 
That mercy I had ask'd of Heav'n, through him^ 
My earthly saint, descending, was transfu&'d| 
And reached me in the hour of my affliction. 
Sir R. Prepare to meet him then — foi^, hark ! 
he comes— 



Sir Walter Scroop ew/er*; 

Sir Walter Scroop !-»— 

Sir fV. Unwelcome though I am, 
Once more I seek you— 

Sir R. You have found me, sir. 

Sir fV. I have ; and atill shall haunt you, atill 
shall walk 
My ghostly rounds within these hallow'd walls, 
At oqce to ^guard the living and. the jdead r 
From the unseen destruction, tlnit will burst 
Like thunder, if, though warned, you still per- 
sist 
To feed aod cherish a forbidden flame. . 

Sir R. Sir Walter, with some trouble I for- 
bear 
To notice your intrusion as I might. 
Were not my anger temper'd by compassion . 
For the sad state to which your mind, of late 
So luminously furhish'd, is rediic'd. 
But tempt me not« I am no more than man, 
And these are dangerous trials. . ^ 

Sir ff(. Threaten not j • > ^ 

For that is insult,^ which I never answer 
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But with defiance and contempt. Beholdl 
Here is my bosom — strike ! 

Lady A. Forbid it. Heaven ! 
My generous, kind protector, fear him not : 
He would not harm vou for the worth of worlds. 
Cover that honour'd bosom. Let me breathe 
My peace into it ; oh ! let me allay 
The: storm that ruffles it, and thus protect 
Him, whose unwearied care protected me. 
* Sir JV. Angelic innocence, sweet pitying 

saint, 
For vour compassion, thanks. But let him strike; 
Let nis sword pierce my heart ! It will be mercy, 
For then thou wilt not, can'st not take a hand 
Dipt in my blood, but must abhor the monster, 
Who stabb'd his benefactor in revenge 
For his too anxious effort to preserve him. 

Sir R. You give too hard a name to my of- 
fence. 
I never struck an enemy unarm'd. 
How should I stab a friend ? within this hour 
Twice you have come upon me by surprise. 
Your talk has been mysterious, wild, abrupt; 
No argument, nor method of discourse. 
And now you break into those sacred moments, 
Too few to waste, too precious to be lost. 
If aught is doing that you wish undone. 
Or alight neglected you would have me do, 
Speak your lull mind ; discharge your troubled 

thoughts, 
And be yourself again. 

Sir Jr. Lo, I am calm ; 
And now, the whilst our noble Leicester makes 
His votive offerings at Saint George's shrine. 
If my sweet Adela will recollect 
There is a poor deserted thing at home. 
Who nun'a her at a mother, and now longs 
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To embrace her darling, I should fonJly hope 
She will uot think the minutes much mispent, 
Which she devotes, to oijie, who dearly loves her. 
Lady A. Your gentle l%dy merits all my love. 
And all my gratitude : with every wish, 
That she conceives, my duty shall comply. 
Proceed ! I follow — Reginald, remember ! 

[Exeunt. 



I 
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ACT IV. 

A Sacristy^ or Chapel^ in the Coment of Feoersham. 

Leicester 6i3/er^. 

Once more Fve visited the house oT death, 
Where sleep the ancient fathers of my race, 
Patriots and heroes great in peace ana war. 
There, o'er the tomb of the departed chief. 
The plumed casque that brac'd his conquVmg 

brow, 
And time-worn banner, once so proudly borne, 
(Their tatter'd remnants now witn dust besprent) 
Serve but to shew how death's terrific power 
Mocks at our frdil memorials. Oh, thou King ! 
The last which .Time shall conquer, why so 

awful 
Here in thy dark domain, where silence reigns, 
When in the battle's din I've heard thy screams 
Rending the air, and fac'd thee undismay'd ? 
As I pass'd onwards through the vaulted aisles, 
A chilly horror seiz'd on all my frame ; 
Cold damps bedew'd my brow: methought I 

felt 
The marble pavement, upon which I stood, 
Tremble beneath my feet. I look'd, and lo ! 
I was then treading on the very stone. 
That cover'd the remains of my dead wife. 
Oh horror, horror ! her beloved name 
Was trampled by my sacrilegious feet. 
Instant I knelt, I sunk upon the spot, 
I hid my face between my hands, my tears 
Water'd the pavement, my whole heart dissolv'd 
In agonizing woe — 
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AstBROsB the Monk appean.' 

Earl of L. How now ! why this ? 
Who and whence art thou ? 

Amb. My thricc-bonour'd lord, 
The brethren of the convent have perform'd 
Their solemn service for your blest returtti 

Earl of i. Where are yonr masses for her 
soul, who was 
The very soul, that gave this body life, 
And dying carried with her all its joys? 
Why have yon buried her in silent earth P 
Where is the epitaph, that speaks her praise 
And my affliction ? Where the stately totnbj 
Around whose sculptured sides, angels attend ' 
With wings outiipread to waft her soul to bliss P 
Is this your care for the lamented wife 
Of him, who, though in exile, would have risk'd 
The forfeit of hi» life to close her eyes, 
Had not Death struck her with so swift an 

arrow. 
That, erel knew the danger, all was lost? 

Amb. My lord, yonr humble ' beadsmeti have 
not ceas'd 
To chaunt thfeir requiems o*er your lady*i5 ]^ve; 
Nor have they sortipled, from their puolic stock. 
To rear a costly coenotaph, the which, 
Far in advance, but waits the master'^ hand ' 
To perfect its adornments, and record 
To all posterity the honoured name 
Of LeiceJter's consort, noble Pembroke's daugh- 
ter. 
Earl of L. In honouring her they take the 
surest course 
To bind me to their service, and I blush ' ' ' 
For my unjust complaint. It now remains*^ 
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To ask their gracious leave for the investment 
Of our young Knight, within these sacred wMs, 
In form and order, as may best become 
The wearer and the donor of the scarf. 

Amb. The holy brotherhood are all prepared 
To give the ceremony such display 
As may evince their duty to the Queen, 
And grace the hero, destin'd to obtain 
The beauteous hand that decks him for the 

fight. 
Earl of L. You were his teacher, you array 'd 

his mind 
In that rich clothing, which so far outshines 
The borrowed splendour of exterior show. 
But zeal for those we love sometimes regards 
The claims of others with too little care ; 
And friendship cunningly inclines the beam, \ 
Whilst hood-wink'd justice cannot spy the 

fraud. 
Now tell me, if you were as much my friend 
As you are his, would you not pause in doubt 
Upon the measure, which you now promote ? 
Would you, as counsel to the Earl of Leicester, 
Advise him to bestow his only child, 
The heiress of his honours, on that youth 
Mysterious and unknpwn ? Nay, let me add, 
Denounced by Scroop in such emphatic terms. 
As seem to indicate a conscious dread 
Of some tremendous secret unreveal'd* 

Amb. To these in order — I admit my zeal 
In its full force, but I deny its power 
To warp my mind against the truth and you. 
For Reginald, I hold him so ennobled 
In his own virtue, that I know no name 
Or title, which, although by birth obscure. 
He by his character would not exalt ; 
Therefore I hold him worthy to obtain 



THE CONFESSION. 205 

That hand in marriage, which your promise 

fives, 
ir Walter Scroop and his protest, 
I think him either wandering in his reaton, 
Or dark in his designs, and what is dark 
I've rarely fail'd ia find is foul withal. 
I£ be knows aught, that should forbid the mar^ 

riage, 
Why does he hide it; if not, wherefore hint it? 

£ari ofL. You've said it, and I close with 
your reply ; 
Determin'd that if Reginald returns 
From Palestine, his honour unimpeach'd. 
He weds my daughter. 

Ami. Bear with me awhile — 
Have you cousider'd how, by this delay. 
You risque the health, the happiness, the life 
Of your beloved daughter ? 

Earl oJL. Hah ! the life ?— 

Amh. Hear me with patience ! — I did say th« 
life ; 
And, knowing all the force of her affection, 
I do repeat, and seriously affirm 
My full conviction, that I've us'd no word 
Too strong for the occasion. 

Earl oJL. That she loves him 
I cannot doubt. 

Amb. Her's is no common love, 
Be sure of that ; no momentary passion. 
The blood of Leicester and of Pembroke glows 
In her high^swelling heart, and ere it bends 
To the strong gust of sorrow, it will break. 
But see ! they come — I could have spar'd them 
now. [Aside. 
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Regi}^ ALV and Adela enter. 

Lady A. My father here ! We are betray*d^ m^ 
Reginald. .; . ( 

The monk, the monk, has fail'd us. {Apaf^ti 

Sir R, Be composed*!—-- 
Illustrious lord, we are not unprepar'd 
For this encounter, nor have far to seek 
For hira, whom we niu^t< thank for the occasTon. 
As for myself, my course of life is known ; 
But where to search for those, who gave me lif^ 
If there be one that knows,' I am^ncrfe hel 
Lost to all filial feelines, naturestill 
Speaks in my heart, ahve to all the claims 
That man is heir to : beauty charms my sight,? ^ 
Virtue my soul ; but when they both unite 
In this fair creature, should I be a man, . 
If I did not confess and feel theii* power? 
This is at once my crime and my defence. 
Conscious of my obscurity, I strive, 
I struggle with my passion, but in vain ;/. 
Destin'd at once to love and to despair. 

Earl of L. Now, daughter, on your part pur«* 
sue the strain 
Of fair confession. I am turnM to hear. 

Lady A. My part is easy, for my pl6a is shori. 
As by his courage I was sav'd from death, 
So, if bereft of him, it had been well » 
That I had died at once, nor been reserved 
For torments worse than those which I escap'^li 

Earl of L. But you * agnize in me a father's 
right 
To guide your judgment, and approve your 
choice. 

Lady A. When banishment bereft me of your 
care, 
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I was an iOrphan with a living father : 

My mother top was lost ; Heaven claimM its 

^int, 
And took her up from this bad world to bliss. 
The Lady Scroop (n>ay blessings Ugbt upon 

her!) 
Was kindrand tender-^he was humble also; 
She taught me ;where to pUee, nay j,i|st regards, 
And virftae for its own sake how to prize. 
Then,' then it yas this noble hero qam^, 
With all his laurels clustering on. his bi:QW| 
And, with the love of glor^ at my heart, 
(To which, as Leicester's daughter, ;! w.^^s boroi) 
I gave thai heart to him, who, if tjie world 
Had been' the pri^e for valour, would h^ve ^oiiit. 

Earl of' L. And he shall win fr^^h laurels to 
adorn; i . 

The nuptial couch, tbftt waits his, glad r^tui^. 

fSfrrJ%.iHere I must claim yoU(r patience, ^d 
demand 
Of that g^Qd father if he ha3 divi^lg'd ^ 
The sec(retrpurpo3e th^t has broogbt jis hither. 

i^fim^., (Nq,; I BO, my son, .Where w^kl your 

t [ :) qubs^QiipoiM? . 1$ - 

Str R. To that tribunal,,>vhich iu>ey%ry heart 
Consci^(|e . e reacts, and at whose ba^r arraij^ns 
The medit^tfpn pf each guilty thougiit. ^ 
My lord, I have no cl^im uppq ywf |>rqmise. 
For I came hither to espouse your daughter, 
Therita eneOuragM by this pious man.1 
He'UfOot deny it* 

Afnb. No; I meet thiQ charge. 
And trust the motive justifies the deed. 

Earl qfL. Can any inotive justify a fraud ? 

Amb. Waa It in Reginald a fraud to save 
Your daugfajter from the flames? By tiie lij^jp 
fraiul 



ft06 THE CONFESSION. , 

I purposed to preserve and blew her life. 
If nothiTig but your promise were opf^s'd 
Twixt life and death, death would have been 

her lot ' 
I searched' her heart, was inmoat with her 

thoughts ; < 

You only scann'd her with a stranger's eye. 
If more there needii for my defence, the Queen 
Stands in the peril, and avows the* fraud, 
If such it can be call'd when own*d by her. 
Earl oflj. Have you the proof of this? 
Amb. I have the proof 
Imperative, by noble Lacy vouch*d; 

kdriofL. If this Sir Hugh <le Lacy shall attest, 
And the Queen wills it so, so let it be ! 
I am content: in me is no d^lay. ' 
But first in order let the fair betroth'd 
Fulfil the royal mandate, aiid array > 
Her Knight, or e*er she weds him. ThW |>er- 

form'd, ^ 

Prepare the altar ; let the rites proceed. [Exit^ 
SirR. Now, Adela, with honoqr uplmpcach'di 
And a cle&r conscience, I embrace my blessing. 
Lady A. Thus twice by Heav'n atfd you pre- 
serv'd, I claim ' i . 

The right, which other loyal wiveai enjoy, ' 

To share the voyage with my wedded knight. 
Sir R. Father, your pardon ! I confess I Wrong'd 

you, J 1 

When, on the sight of Leicester, I believed 
You had disclosed the purpose of our meeting. 
Amb. No more of that: your error has been 
happy. 
And I forgive it; but on this condition^ 
That you attend me to the oratory ? ' 
That soj with hearts prepared, you mfery 'approach 
The sacred altar, there to joinyourhaiids.[i&j;'€uii/. 
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Seme, as at the opemng of the play. 
Andrew and Griffith meeting. 

Gr^. I pray you» honest friend, am I in my 
right way to the convent? 

And. Truly, sir, I should doubt it. You are 
in your right way to the Holy Land, I perceive, 
but whether that will lead, you to the convent, 
may deserve some pause. 

Grif. My question was a simple one. Don't 
let me spend more time upon vour answer than 
I should save by your information. 

And. You shall lose neither time nor patience 
by me, sir ; for I will attend you to the very 
convent's gate. I have been a soldier myself, 
and the very sight of a soldier exhilarates my 
heart. May I request the< communication .of 
your name and rank ? 

Grif. My name is Griffith, at your service: I 
have the honour to be attach'd to Sir Hugh de 
Lacy, as his body-»squire, and my business. Js 
with him. 

And. Sir Hugh dc Lacy is a valorous gentle- 
man; a more accomplished knight Christendom 
does not boast. He was governor of Ireland, 
and I remember to be told, that when OrHuark, 
the Irish chieftain, drew him to a parley, and 
treacherously attempted to knock out his brains 
with his battle-axe, a gallant VVeUhnian of vour 
name thrust his rapier through the body of the 
assassin, and laid him dead at his feet. 

Grif. He did. That Welshman was my father ! 

And. Blessed be Saint David for his sake I 
Sir, I kiss the very hem of your garment with 
the most profound. respect. 
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Grif. By no means : only put me in my way 
to the convent; we can^discoutse as we walk. 

And. We can so, and truly I shall be happy 
to know your sendm^its of this war, that is 
about to be set on foot in Palestine. 

.Ot^ Tile war in Palestine will be a bloody 
wan 

And. You are right, perfectly right Wars 
are apt to be bloody. I have been in Palestine; 
these eyes have seen Jerusalem. 

Grif. I almost doubt if mine will see the can* 
vent. 

And. They need not, sir, forlook ! your knight 
is coming. \ I told you youwould^ lose no time 
with n>e. 

^ ^ HU&H D£ LaCT-^UI^ &r WArfEB SCBOOF. 

Sir H. Griffith, wdl met! What tidings of 
our knights? 

Grif, All ready, all laecoutred bright in arms, 
Ih grace the ceremony, that invests 
Their brave associate with the royaltscarf ; 
They only wait till^ou shall give the word; 

Str H. Bear Ihpm my greetings .'back, atid. say 
the hour 
Is now at hand to put themselves in march. 
Tell them withal, that for their courtesy 
I Tender them n)y thanks with all my heart, 
Jn brotherly regard, and will report 
This their kind service, as it well deserves. 
To the Queen-regent, my most gracious mistress. 

Grif. This I shall do.' What farther? 

Sir H. Nothing more- 
^^rewell, brave Ghriffith l-^Useyonx best dispatch. 

[EoH^Gr^. 

And. Most puissan-t and magmoiiiiqus fcnigbt^ 
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I humbly crave your pardon, upon the very 
knees of my heart, for the deficiency of my 
respect, when you were pleas'd to command my 
services to conduct you to Sir Walter Scroop ; 
at which time I had not cognizance of your il- 
lustrious and princely person. 

Sir H. Friend, your behaviour needed no apo- 
logy. 

And. Oh, my thrice-honourM sir, if I had 
known it was Sir Hugh de Lacy I was speaking 
to, I would have strove to put my language into 
better trim; fori may say without offence to 
any, there is not in thq realm a man, who holds 
your excellency in more true respect. 

Sir fV. Silence that foolish tongue, and know 
your distance ! you have said enough. Depart ! 

And. That you should think I have said 
enough, I do not marvel, having yourself said 
nothing till this moment. But I depart, and 
humbly take my leave. ^ [Exit. 

Sir n. Sir Walter Scroop, it moves my wonder 
itiuch^ 
Whilst all these honours fall so thick upon you, 
You are not happy ? what's the cause of this ? 

Sir W. Our spirits rise and fall without a cause. 

Sir H. !Tht health indeed i^ out of fortune's 
reach. 
But you are thankful to the bounteous Queen. 

Sir fV. Heaven knows my heart. 

Sir H. Lord Scroop of Feversham— 
A princely mansion and a rich domain-— 
These are no trivial boons — , 

Sir fV. Far, far above 
My mean deservings. 

Sir H. I wo'ut call them such. 
Your loyalty has stood the test of time 
In various trials; but I'll not disguise 

VOL. I. P 
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How much her Highness holds you in esteem 
For your paternal care of the young knight, 
Whose fortune she espouses. 

Sir IV. What I Ve done 
For him, in Christian charity I've done 
As for a creature thrown upon my mercy. 
I looked not to her favour for reward. 

Sir H, And yet, without expecting it, you find 
Your charity is no unfruitful virtue. 
This creature, that was thrown upon yoiir mercy, 
Has brought good fortune with him to your house, 
And gives no less protection than he finds. 

Sir W. The Queen is wondrous kind. Were 
she his mother. 
She could not be more 'zealous. 

Sir H. Hah! his mother? 
You say that by the way of illustration ; 
But 'tis too bold a figure. Such a word, 
Dropt in the ears of babblers, might induce 
Dangerous conjectures. 

«Sr /F. Misconceive me not, 
Where the deep secret of his birth is buried, 
There I have left it. 

Sir H. Let it there abide 
1111 his great deeds shall throw conMalment off. 
And he stand forth confest in all his fame^ 

Sir JV. That day will never come. 

Sir H. That day is come ; 
If Leicester ufiakes conditions for his daughter. 
And states his high nobility debased. 

SirJV. He must not dare to think of Leicester^ 
daughter. 

&r H. Not dare to think ! Let me not meet 
the man. 
Yourself excepted, who dares tell me that. 

Sir fV. Be witness for me, truth, I did not court 
This painful subject : It was forc'd upon me. 
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Bat if the Earl of Leicester give's his daughter 
To the mysterious youth, whom I have fostered, 
He is disgrae'd, undone^ and lost for even 
Sir H. ril hear no more. You neither know 

of whom 
You speak these words, nor who I am that hear 

them. 

The Earl df Leicester enters. 

Earl of L. How now, my friends! why do 
your eyes exchange 
Those angry glances ? what has pass'd between 
you? 

Sir H. Whatever it was, your coming has dis- 
persed it. 
For in the presence of an honour*d friend 
Anger has time to cool. 

Earl of L. Heaven's grace forbid 
The falling out of friends, each to the other 
So dear, and both to me so truly kind. > 

In you, Sir Walter, and your worthy Lady, 
I see the, guardians of my loug-lost child; 
You nurs'd her native virtues, but you left 
Her gentle heart accessible to love. 
From you^ Sir Hugh de Lacy, I received 
The first impressions, that dispos'd my mind 
Towards the young hero, of whose gallant deeds 
You made such fair report. In him I saw 
That courtly 'haviour and becoming grace, 
That mark the august and sacred character 
Of chivalry, and when I heard my child 
With artless innocence confess her love, 
I listen'd without anger, and forgave her ; 
Nay, more — I promis'd, when the war was over, 
I would confirm her choice, and join their hands. 

P2 
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iSir H. And where's the man, who will presume 
t6 say, 
That Leicester is degraded by that choice ? 
You're silent, sir — [7b Sir Walter. 

Earl of L. Be patient, my good friend ! 
No man will sav it ; 'twould be now too late, 
^My sacred word is pledged — ^They wed this night. 

Sir W. Angels of mercy, interpose to save 
them ! 

Sir H. There is my gage ! I hurl it to the 
ground 
With indignation, and demand the lists 
Against the man, who dares to breathe a word 
Injurious to Sir Reginald de Tours ; 
Whom I pronounce a true and noble knight, 
In all points worthy of great Leicester's choice — 
[«Si> JValter Scroop turns away and exit. 
Lo where he goes ! Tis so detraction shrinks 
When truth provokes the appeal. 

Earl of L. Redoubted knight. 
If you regard me, take your gauntlet up. 
Let us not stain our festival with blood. 

Sir H. My heart goes with my hand in what 
IVe done ; 
Why should I draw it back ? Not I alone. 
The Queen herself, who by her scarf creates 
Sir Reginald the Servant oj her love. 
Is pledged in honour to defend her knight. 

jEarl of L. And who but Leicester shall defend 
the Queen ? 
I hold that right as mine. Leave Scroop to me* 
If, as report suggests, he is infirm 
Of mind and craz'd, he may demand your pity. 
He cannot stir your anger. 

Sir H. On that plea 
I take my gauntlet, up. And now, my lord, ^ 
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Confiding in your word, (as who may not ?) 
I shall convoke our knights, who wait my call, 
To grace the nuptials of your noble daughter 
With their companion^ Reginald de Tours. 

[Ejpeunt severally. 



J 
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ACT V- - 

A Cloister belonging to the Convent. 
Sir Wa lter and Lady Scroop. 

Sir IV. I'll not be foUow'd. Leave me. 

Ladj/ S. Oh, for mercy 
Hear me, direct me, save me from despair. 
This dreadful secret weighs my nature down ; 
My soul sinks under it. 

Sir IV. You wrung it from me; 
In an unguarded moment you surpriz'd me. 
Sorrow had sealed my bosom, till the news 
Of Reginald's departure burst upon me 
In one short gleam of joy ; then, then it vras 
You sooth'd me into folly, and be tray 'd me. 

Lady S. You do me wrong. Your secret iq 
secure. 
I've had the poor devoted victims with mc ; 
Witness'd their fond endearments, seen their 

transports, 
Heard them announce theirnow-impendingdoom, 
And not betray'd you. 

Sir JV. That avails me nothing : 
Whilst I forbore to speak, I had my choice 
Still to be dumb, but when I let you share 
My secrets, I compell'd you to partake 
The horrors of concealment, and embark'd 
Your conscience in like peril with my own. 
Single in guilt, perhaps 1 had preferr'd 
Remorse to ruin, splendid misery 
To honourable death. But now 'tis done; 
All shall come out. I will not sink your soul 
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To save my wretched life : therefore away ! 
I wait for Leicester here : I stand to guard 
Thi^ passage to the altar, and present 
My bosom to De Lacy's fierce assault. 

Lady S. What do you tell me? oh, too Biuch, 
too much ! 
Or fly your danger, or let me partake it. 

Sir IV. No ; I've already done the fatal deed, 
That draws inevitable ruin on us. 
Farewell to all our honours, all our hopes ! 
To the stern dictates of imperious conscience 
I sacrifice the world and all its Joys. 

Lady S. I will not, cannot leave yo^ thus dis- 
tress'd. 

Sir W» This last, this fond embrace, and then 
—no more. 
I have now strung my spirit to the pitch. 
And will not suffer weakness to approach me 
In the soft form of woman. Fare thee well ! 
Begone at onjoe, for by my soul I swear, 
If you persist, 'twill be to see me fall 
By my own Bword. 

Lady S. Hearen's mercy be your guard ! \Ex%t. 

Sir Walter Scroop ahne. 

Nature, religion, laws divioie and human, 

Cry out on incest, and denounce these nuptials. 

What then, what then? They know not their 

ofi^ence ; 
And where there is no eonscipus^ess of guilty 
No punishment can follow the commission^ 
There's hope for them ; but hope includes npt loe. 
Man cannot penetrate the thoughts of man. 
But there is one, to whom all thoughts are known. 
And in whose sight all secrets stand confest. 
He, ere pollution shall approach his altar^ 



216 THE CONFESSION, 

Can call the self-accusing spirit up, 
Give insubstantial air a shadowy form, / 
And rescue nature from the impending curse. 
Rise then, dead Adela, awake from sleep, 
Thou, that art here entomb'd, ascend to sight, 
3hdde of a conscious mother — 

Lady Scroop appears. 

Hah ! begone ! 

Have I not wam'd you hence ? why do you come 

To fright imagination, and enhance 

The terror of my thoughts ? 

Lady S. Be not amaz'd. 
I come not to alarm you, but to guard ; 
To give your spirit time for recollection. 
And wake you from your trance — Leicester ap- 
proaches. [Ejnt Lady S. 

Sir Waltee Scroop* 

Now then, my heart, be firm ! vain terrors, hence ! 
And thou, my evil genius, that art busy 
With thy accurst temptations to seduce 
My conscience from its properties, avaunt ! 
Yes,^thou unsparing monitor, thou just 
But merciless remembrancer, i know 
Not all the world can bribe thee to withdraw 
Thine arrows from my bosom, and allow 
Sweet sleep to enter, till I have fulfilled 
Thy strict commandment ; nor can I acquit 
My account with Heaven till I am clear with thee. 
Now, Leicester, I am ready — Lo, he comes — 



k 
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Earl of Leicester enters. 

Earl of L. YouVe happily encountcr'd, good 
Sir Walter. 
Tvc much desir'd this meeting — Ah, my friend, 
Give me your hand — ^AU is not well, I fear ; ^ 
You are not chearful as you wont to be. 
When every face is lighted up with smiles, 
You damp our joys with sullenness and sorrow. 

*Si> fF. It is not that Pve lost the sense of joy. 
Or ceas'd to sympathize in what concerns you, 
If I am sad : not so, my honour'd lord ; 
Your happiness is dear to roe as ever ; 
Believe me on my word. But above all. 
Let not De Lacy, or the Monk, persuade you 
That I have lost possession of my mind. 
And gone astray from reason. They will tell you 
That I am mad ; it is themselves are mad, 
When thev would tempt you to this fatal act. 

Enrl of L. Though I could well conjecture 
what you mean 
By fatal act, yet, if you mean me well,. 
Deal fairly with me. I am sick of hints ; 
I abhor mystery. Honesty disclaims it. 

Sir W. Then arm • yourself with patience ; 
good my lord, 
As I am mov'd by friendship, when I tell jrou 
You must adjourn these inauspicious nuptials 
To future time, and some far-distant chance, 
That never shall take place. 

Earl of L. Away ! you're mad. 

SirW. Unless 'tis madness for your sake to 
suflFer 
These pangs, with which you wring confession 

from me. 
And sacrifice my peace of mind to yours^ 
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I am not mad. I know I must abide 
De Lacy's vengeance, Eleanor's displeasure, 
With loss of all my hopes, piy friends, my for- 
tune, 
Perhaps my life itself; and yet I ^wear 
You must not, shall not wed your^dela 
To Reginald de Tours. 

Earl of L. Is he not worthy ; 
Is he not virtuous, brave? did not the sword 
Of Richard knight him in the breach at Tours? 
Doth not the Queen array him with her scarf? 
Do not De Lacy, Ambrose, press the miptials ? 
Though of mysterious birth, does he not carry 
The mark of true nobility upoB him ? 

Sir fV. All, all, that can compose and buiki 
him up 
To human excellence, he does contain 
And centre in himself. Virtuous and brave 
He surely is ; and nobly born withal, 
Alas, too nobly — Thei'e the sorrow lurks, 
There the deep secret lies, which to uproot 
Unseats my very heart Twas w the year, 
When you were on your embassy to Roanet 
That Reginald was born. 

Earl of^ L. Go on : proceed ! 

Sir Jr. The Queen, our regent, then was in 
disgrace; 
And Henry, who was moving for divorce. 
Kept her imprison'd here at Feversham^ 

Marl of Jb. Tis fresh in my remembrfiace. 
Pass that over ! 

Sir W. The Lady Leicester, your departed 
wife, 
Shar'd her confinement, chear'd her solitude, 
And liv'd an inmate with her in the castle. 
Earl of L. They were the truest, dearc^ friends 
on earth ; 
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It seem'd as if one heart inspirM them both. 
Eighteen long months my Adela remain'd 
In solitude, and led awidow'd life, 
Whilst at the sovereign PontifTs court I plied 
My long depending inauspicious suit. 

Sir fV. Twas then that Reginald first saw the 
light. 
In the mid-hour of night I was awaken 'd. 
And secretly conducted to the palace. 
A female, whom I knew not, led me on 
By various turnings to a lady's chamber : 
She held her new-born infant in her arms, 
And fervently implor*d me to protect hira. 
I took him, reared him, lov*d him as mv own ; 
'Twas Reginald, 'twas this unconscious son 
Of a mysterious mother — 

Earl of L. Stop ! Tis she, 
In whose defence, on my anointed King 
Furious I drew my sacrilegious sword. 
Oh my prophetic soul, it is confirmed ! 
What need of words? For tell-tale nature speaks, 
And in a mother's fondness findis the source 
Of all the multitude of honours shower'd 
On this descendant from a race of kings. 
No more — ^These vaulted cloisters shall not catch 
The echo of a name, that should be sacred. 

j&> W. No, you mu&tseek a name more sacred 
still, 
More hard for me to speak, and you to hear. 
Think only what your horror would have been, 
Had you permitted them to join their bands, 
And found one common mother of them both. 

Earl of Lu Why that is she that lies in holy 
earth ; 
That is dead Adela — 

Sir IV. Oh fatal truth ! ^ 
She was the mother — 
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Earl of L. I will have conviction. 
Tear up the pavement; drag her from her coffin. 
And let me see her heart. I will be satisfied. . 
Where is the wretch, the villain that seduc'd 
her? 
Sir W. My lord, my lord, these transports 
will unfit you 
For that immediate duty, which demands 
Your instant presence to forbid the nuptials. 
Earl of L. Are they not married? That im- 
patient monk. 
Hath he not soletnniz'd th' incestuous rites ? 
Sir W. No, be assur'd. Let us not waste the 
time. 
But haste, and save them. 

Earl of L. Oh, my heart, my heart ! \Exeunt. 



Scene draws off^ and discovers the Abbey Church of 

the Convent. 

Sir Hugh de Lacy and Reginald. 

Sir H. Here, whilst our brave companions of 
the cross 
Dispose themselves in march, I must arrest 
Your fond impatience for a few short minutes. 
And call your best attention to the matter, 
Which I shall now unfold. 

Sir R. I have an ear 
For ever open to your sage advice, 
A heart for ever ready to obey you. 

Sir H. You see these knights, the noblest in 
the realm, 
What honours they intend you. *Tis the Queen 
That prompts them to this service ; 'tis for her 
They deign tq move in a dependent sphere, 
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Like satellites around your splendid orb* 
Was ever knight so gwced as you will be, 
When, by the hands of love and beauty deck'd, 
Upon your mailed cuirass you display 
In glittering folds the favours of a queen ? 

Sir R. Vm lost in wonder, nor can trace a 
cause 
Why all these bounties shauld descend on me. 
But that our gracious Queen is mov'd with pity 
For a deserted creature. 

Sir H. Let your reason 
Resolve these questions, ere you talk of pity — 
Why are you now permitted to espouse 
The wealthiest heiress in the realm of England? 
Why, but because the Queen protects vour suit? 
Leicester's recalPd from exile, all his nonours 
Restored, his fines and forfeitures reversed, 
What are they but the price for his consent? 
The princely largess she bestows on Scroop, 
And Ambrose from an humble monk become 
A mitred abbot — can you fail to find 
The source of all these bounties in yourself ? 
How can affection speak in plainer terms, 
And what more can the fondest mother do 
For a beloved son ? 

iSfr R. What can I say ? 
I will not talk of gratitude ; I feel it 

Sir H. There is yet more — Scroop will oppose 
your marriage ; 
But Scroop's deceiv'd, and does not know your 

parents. 
She, that impos'd you on him for her son. 
Is long since dead ; but she, that bore you, lives. 
And will avow you. 

Sir R. Oh, reveal her to me. 
And be my more than father ! 

Sir H. Were I less, 
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Or other than by nature what I am, 
I should be much unworthy such a son. 

Sir R. Sir !— I must hope you cannot mean to 
mock me. 
How must I understand those awful words ? 

Sir H. I am your father, but you must reserve 
Your knees for her, who has the better claim : 
Stand not as one amaz'd ; but hear me further- 
Dear to my soul thou art, and whilst these arms 
Enfold and press thee to a father's bosom. 
Oh ! recollect 'twas virtue made thee great. 
Keep her, my son, for ever in thy sight ! — 
When fortune in full splendour bursts upon thee, 
Unda;9z1ed by the blaz^e, recal to mind. 
When first adventuring forth into the world, 
There was a path to lazy pride unknown, 
A path, which none but virtuous heroes trod, 
That led thee up to fame. 

Sir R. Oh, guard me still! 
And, if the false lights of a treacherous world* \ 
Mislead and puzzle my uncertain course. 
Then, then come forth, recal my devious steps, 
And put me in the glorious track again I 

Sir H. Be sure of that, my son ; and, as this 
arm. 
Whilst at thy side I fought, hath thrown my 
shield I 

Before thy gallant breast, and on its orb 
Received the javelin, that was hurl'd at thee, 
So to temptation's shafts will I oppose > 
My counsel, and protect thee from disgrace. 

Sir R. I feel my danger. When I was obscure, 
A thing whom no one own'd, I was as proud 
As conscience would allpw of, and aspir'd 
To make myself a station with the best. 
But now, when brought from darkness into ligh^ 
I 9ee that fame is no inheritance. 
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That hondur can^t descend, but must be earned; 
And in proportion as the name you give 
Is loftier far than any I could gain. 
So is my task the harder to deserve it 
Sir H. Break off, my son. Behold where 
Leicester comes. 

Leicester follcwed by Scroop. 

Earl of L. Where is my daughter? I forbid 
the nuptials : 
They are profane, unnatural, and accurst. 
Avoid the altar ; fly ! — What dost thou here ? 
Begone, thou son of an adulterous mother ; 
Begone, and never let me see thee more ! 
Sir H. Leicester, forbear ! You know not what 
you say. 
You are deceived. Scroop is himself deceivM. 
Both are in error. With a single word 
I could convince you — but the monk ap- 
proaches — 

Ambrose enters^ and after him Lady Scroop 

with Adela follow. 

Father, deliver what you have in charge 

From the Queen-mother to the Earl of Leicester, 

And let her speak — 

[Ambrose delivers a seaVd paper to Leicester. 
Leicester opens and reads. 
Earl of L. Oh Heaven and earth I 
This paper superscribed. The Confession 
Of the unhappy, guilty Eleanor— , 
Brings with it peace to me and all. 
Attend, whilst I unfold the important scroll. 
*' Let noue persuade you to suspect your wife : 
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*' She is a saint in bliss. I am the mother 
*' Of Reginald de Tours — Lacy the father. 
" The wrongs I suffered from the faithless King, 
" If jiidg'd with candour, might extenuate, 
*' But Heaven alone can pardon my oflfence.*' . 
Oh ! bless'd confession ! which gives happiness 
To those whose virtues merit the heav'n-born 

gift! 
Join^ join your hands, ye consecrated pair ! 
Father and son, thrice welcome to my arms. 
O, Scroop, when now all mystery is dispeird. 
Let all mistakes be buried in oblivion. 
From deepest sorrow I emerge to joy : 
Darkness is banish 'd, and a glorious light 
Beams from the throne on this illustrious youth. 

Amb. Joy to my Reginald ! WeVe seen him 
' rise 
To honours nobly earned, and ere he knew 
The greatness he was born to, make himself. 
By his.own virtues great, till he became 
The founder of^his own nobility. 

Sir W. O Reginald, what bliss will now be 
mine. 
When at the nuptial altar I behold 
That happy union, which I blindly strove, 
In conscience, though in error, to prevent. 

Sir R. So many are my blessings, and so vast 
My debt of gratitude, I must entreat 
That you will judge me not bv my professions. 
But by the test of actions, and believe me 
In words alone defective, not in heart. 
Here is my guardian angel ; whilst I keep 
.And merit this protection, I am safe. 

Lady S. Oh, my beloved Adela, to tell 
What agonies have rent this tortur'd heart 
For your dear sake, exceeds the power of words. 
But all is past j the sorrows that bedewM 
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Those beauteous eyes with tears, are nowdispers'd 
Like clouds, that flit before the uprising sun, 
When Nature bursts in all her charms upon us. 

Lady A. That you, so gentle and so full of pity, 
Have not to witness and bewail my fate, 
I am most happy : much it glads me also. 
That now my noble father will confess 
His daughter is not humbled by her choice : 
But it was Reginald, obscure, unknown. 
The virtuous hero, whom I lov*d and honoured 
For merits all his own. Crowns could not add 
One atom to the stature of his fame, 
One feather to his weight in my esteem. 
Had he been conscious of his high descent. 
He might have been less humble, I less fond, 
And each overlook 'd by each, had never met. 

Earl of L. Enough, my friends ! for now the 
altar waits ; 
Its holy ministers prepare to chant 
, Their choral strains, as chivalry directs. 
That ceremony past, the Knight, array'd 
In all his royal Honours, shall from me 
Receive his blooming bride, and whilst the priest 
His nuptial benediction shall pronounce. 
The attendant warriors shall attest that none 
But hand so brave should join with hand so fair. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

« 

Patrick alone. 

Well, to be sure it must be for the pleasure of 
my good company, that misfortune sticks so 
close to me. Oh that t could shake the foul 
witch off my back. I am tir'd of her. But go 
your ways, old time; sorrow can't last for ever, 
nor you neither. A blessed piece of luck was 
mine to find myself in this big castle, till my 
poor master, in the folly of his dotage, tackled 
himself to a tear-cap of a wife, and suffered her 
to hoist the petticoat on the flag-staff of his 
citadel. Out upon him for it! By the life of 
me, this poor passive Sir Toby Truckle has no 
more manhood in him than my mother. — Ah, 
here he comes. Heaven help him, silly gentle* 
man ! 

Sir Toby enters. 

True. How now, Patrick, where's my lady ? 

Pat. Gone out in the coach. 

Ihic. Fm glad of it ; 'tis a fine morning, alid 
a little airing will do her good : poor love, her 
nerves are all to pieces. 
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Pat. The Devil mend *em, say I ! [^Asidt. 

True. What's that you mutter ? 

Pat. Nothing but my prayers. 

True. Sirrah, 'tis false. You never say your 
prayers. 

rat. Yes, I do, backwards: It is a penance 
^t me by the priest. 

True. Come, I know better, and I fairly warn 
you, if you don't keep a good tongue towards 
my lady, you will be stript and turn'd out of 
this house barefoot, as you came into it. 

Pat. Mighty well ; lam us'd to it. I can find 
my way home again without the help of shoes^ 
thanks to my education : I am a true Connaught- 
boy for that. Ah, sweet little Ireland, why did 
I ever run away from you } To be sure I had a 
reason when I did it, but it has slipt my memory^ 
and that's about the same case as if I had forgat 
it. 

True. You are a silly, thoughtless fellow, and 
your zeal for your poor master will be the ruin 
of you; you know I can't protect you, if you 
provoke the displeasure of my lady. 

Pat. I know that well ; this scurvy thread- 
bare jacket is a witness I have no protector but 
your honour. My lady's servants lead a glorious 
life, live full, drink freely, game, swear, kiss 
the maids, have. all the pretty luxuries and fre- 
doms, that gentlemen of their cloth should have; 
whilst I, who have a little taste for all these 
things, am glad to scrub shoes, clean clogs, whet 
knives, and scout on errands to earn the scraps 
and heel-taps of their leaving. 

True. Ah, my poor fellow, times go hard with 
thee, but they may mend. My Lord Glenandry's 
coming. 

Pat. Arrah, long life to him ! he is your friendl; 
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the benediction of good old Saint Patrick be 
round about him, and all the other saints ; if I 
knew their names, 1 would not fail to call upon 
them — And does my dear young master, Mr. 
Clifton, come with him ? 

True. Clifton comes with him. 

Pat. Humph ! then we are in deep water and 
afloat. 

True. Hold your tongue, fellow, I will have 
no mutiny ; my friends know better than to in- 
terfere in family affairs. 

Pat. Oh if you find contentment, that's enough. 
Your family affairs are in safe hands. If being 
quit of all authority in your own house is hap- 
piness, you have it. 

True, ru hear no more of this— Go, get my 
horse, I shall ride out and meet my Lord Gle- 
nandry and his nephew Clifton. 

Pat. Ride out! Indeed you will not. 

True. Why not r 

Pat. Because another person has rode out be- 
fore you, and made free to take your horse. 

7ruc. What person takes my horse without my 
leave ? 

Pat. One, that takes every thing without your 
leave, but his departure. A mighty free and 
easy gentleman, Mr. Starling. 

True. Did you tell him the horse was saddled 
for me? 

Pat. He saw that plain enough, and was at all 
the trouble of letting out your stirrups. 

True, You are a jackanapes— begone ! Here 
comes Mr. Starling from nis airing. Now we 
shall hear. 
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Starling enters. 

Star. How do, how do ? fine morniug — fresh 
air — took a spanking gallop — nothing like it— 
clear'd my head, but damn your horse I 

Pat. Damn his rider, if you please. 

True. Begone, I say ! — tne fellow's mad : will 
nothing stop his tongue— out of my sight, im- 
pertinence I 

Pat. Meaning me, your honour ? 

True. Whom else should I mean ? 

Pat. Nay, I did'nt know but the gentleman 
might come in for a share of it — I am gone. 

\Eait Pat. 

Star. Your fellow is a wit, Sir Toby. 

True. He is a fool, Mr. Starling, and not worth 
your notice. But what has happen'd to my horse 
that you should give him so bad a word ? 

Star. A vile garron — a rank tumble-down. 
Ecce signum ! roU'd me in the dirt — broke his 
knees and cut a star in his own forehead with a 
flint, that might have made a hole in mine. A 
filthy beast ! never mount upon his back ag^in, 
Sir Toby, whilst you have life. 

True. Methinks you have taken care I never 
shall : but this misfortune, Sir, you make so light 
of, is a serious one to me. 

Star. Think no more of it. Laugh at care, as 
I do ; copy me — always happy ; that's your true 
philosophy. 

True. I can't copy your philosophy. I have a 
heart. 

Star. So have I : what then? I keep that mu- 
tinous member to its duty — make it work at the 
pump, and not presume to steer the ship. 

True. Your rule may be a good one, but my 
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amusements are not so many, that I can lose any 
one without regretting it 

Star. My dear good friend, let nothing dis- 
eompose you. Contentment is always in our 

tower, and our tempers are of our own making, 
.ook at me! what^am I by Nature? a mere 
lump of clay ; experience is the potter, that 
moulds me into human shape. If I have no other 
prerogative but that of strutting on two legs, I 
am only a man by courtesy, and, wanting the 
plumage of a bird, can scarce be rank'd above a 
goose. 

True. All this may be very fine, but I don't 
see the application of it. You must have liv'd 
long enough in this familv, Mr. StaTling,'to un- 
derstand my situation in it. 

Star. Perfectly, my good friend, and contemn 
plate all your enjoyments with supreme satis- 
faction.---An excellent wife, a lovely daughter, 
a plentiful fortune, and an elegant table — there- 
fore, do you see, here I am, ever at your elbow, 
always at your service. Tis not in the charms 
of my own snus^ independence, to seduce me 
firom you ; not all the pressing invitations of my 
thousand noble friencls tan persuade me to de- 
•ert you. 

True. Oh, pray don't disoblige your noble 
ftiends ; I have had a very large proportion of 
your favour ; I would not wish to engross it all. 
Star. You are kind ; I feel your candour, and 
it attaches me the closer to you. In short, my 
friendship is such, that I throw aside the rest of 
the world, and devote myself to you without 
requiring any return ; and though my hpuse, 
my. fortune, my all are at your service, I ki^ not 
offended that you make no use of them^ — but 
look ! my lady is returned from her airing. 
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Zady Truckle enters. 

True. Joyful sight ! Welcome, my lady : X 
rejoice to see you looking so well. 

L. True. Aye, so you always say ; but I am 
never well. 

True Indeed ! Good lack, I was in hopes- 
your airing would have revivM your spirits. 

L. True. No, no, Sir Toby, it has sunk my 
spirits, extinguished every spark of hope that 
ever this wretched place of yours can be reformed 
to any thing that may resemble comfort. As for 
elegance, that is out of question ; the barbarous 
taste of your ancestors has put a negative upon 
that to all posterity : they have positively placM 
your castle in the vilest sink they could pick 
out of all your whole do^nain. 

True. That is no fault of mine, my lady, nor 
is it in my power to remedy it. 

L. True. No, truly, you have neither the art 
to improve nature, nor the nature that can be 
improved by art. 

True. Right, madam, I and my castle are 
alike in that, too homely to content your lady- 
ship, and too much depressed to admit of being, 
rais d. 

L. True. Ah ! you have hit upon a compa- 
rison: I have found it out long ago — Heyday, 
Starliiig, what have you been doing with your- 
self ? 

Star. Sir Toby's cursed horse had well nigh 
broke my bones. 

L.True. Execrable beast! Why didnt you 
take my gray mare ? 

True. "Why didn't you, Mr. Starling, wh^n 
you know to a certainty she is the better horse ? 
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i. True Humph ! that is your opinion — 
Where's Leonard ; wherc's my son? 

Star. Close at his books with Runic his pre- 
treptor : it is their hour for study. 

L. True. Yes, yes, they know the value of 
their time, and turn each hour to profit. You 
are a judge of learning, Mr. Starling ; you are a 
scholar. What do you think of Leonard ? Does 
he come on? 

Star. Rapidly. His education was a little 
overlooked at first — 

L. True. That was his father's fault. 

True. No doubt of it. 

L. True. How can you tell ? What should you 
know of it? • 

True. I only know it coudn't be . your lady- 
iship's. . ^ 

X. True. In points of scholarship, my good 
Sir Toby, you might be silent without loss of 
information to your company, or credit to your- 
«elf-^but I am speaking now to Mr. Starling—^ 
What book is my son now reading with his 
tutor? ^ 

Star. Ovid, Madam. 

L. True. Pray, didn't Ovid write something 
-about love? 

Star. Ovid wrote a great deal about love ; no 
less than the whole art of it. 

L. True. I always suppos'd love had some 
dealings with nature ; I did not know it was the 
sdibject of art — If it is, methinks he might find 
better instructors in that art than old Runic 
— don't you think so, my good Toby ? 

True. I don't know what to think : I never 
read a single line of Ovid, and am as little fitted 
to give lectures in the art of love as Runic is. 
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L. True. That ia unlucky, as your fair daugh« 
ter seems to need a lecture. You are her father { 
why do YOU permit her to hesitate and trifle 
witih her happiness ? Where will she find a match 
in all respects so suitable, as with my son — a 
sober, modest, prudent, pious youth? Marry 
her to him, and you ensure your daughter's hap^t 

Einess, and make our house a house of harmony^ 
)o this, and you and I are friends for ever ; if 
not, I shall believe that you are in the secret of 
some lectures, and in the practice of somearts^ 
Sir Toby, that, you won't own. 

True. My lady, I-I-I should think-r- 

L. True. Well, what should you think? 

Star. Suffer me, dear madam, to interpose oa 
behalf of my friend, Sir Toby, and request you 
will hear him with more patience. I am satisfied 
he can make a very good defence. 

True. I beg your pardon, Mr. Starling ; I am 
satisfied I shall make a very bad one, fori have 
only to remark to my lady, that when she calls 
upon me to exert my authority, she should 
direct me where I am to look for it. [Exit. 

L. True. The man's a fool. 

Star. But that's no fool's remarks 

L. True. Can you suppose I would endure the 
frivolities of such a silly old coxcomb, if it was 
not that I am labouring to accomplish this great 
purpose for my son ? but alas ! Starling, how 
to obtain this heiresa — Leonard makes no way, 
and she, unluckily, inherits neither the folly, 
nor the flexibility of her father. 

Star. No, o' my conscience^ she is a deep one, 
and a determin'd one. 

L. True. Do you suppose she has any other 
attachment ? 
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Star. None that I can discover) yet I have 
made love to her confidante in the hope of find* 
ing out her secrets. 

L. True. Don*t, don't make love to that wench. 
I can*t bear the thought of your lowering your- 
self to flatter such a trollop, and if you persist, 
I shall infallibly turn her out of doors. 

Star. My dear lady, this is quite ridiculous^^ 
by my soul it is. What is the girl to me but as 
she may assist your purposes ? 

Z. True. No matter ; if I never gain my pur- 

f>oses but by such means, I had rather they were 
ost. In. short, I positively prohibit you from 
ever speaking to that girl again. 

Star. Are you in earnest? are you in your 
senses ? 

L. True. Serious, and sound in mind. I do 
forbid you ever to interchange a word, a look, 
which may bring on a moment's dalliance with 
that pert, vain hussy. 

Star. How long nave I been married to you, 
madam? Sure you mistake me for Sir Toby 
Truckle. 

X. True. You'll break my heart, unfeeling as 
you are. 

Star. Harkye, my lady, when you are in these 
humours, I have but one way to keep any terms 
with you, and that is by avoiding you. [Exit. 

La^ Truckle. 

L. True. Begone, vile man, I'll never see you 
more. No, no, sir, I'll not suffer you to stay ano- 
ther hour, no, not another instant within these 
doors~* [Meets Rume. 
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Runic enters. 

, Run. Why so, my lady? How have I offended? 

Z. True. You ! You offended !— 

Run. How have I incurr'd this vehement dis- 
pleasure ? Am 1 to blame if your son's faculties 
don't profit by my teaching ? If he is dull and 
stupid, can I help it ? 

Jj. True. You, you are dull and stupid, not 
my son. ^ 

' Run. Madam, that char&^e cannot apply to me, 
nor ever was imputed but by you. 

L. True. Then why did you come in my way? 
why did you crawl out of your hole, you book- 
worm ? Is that old pedant's gown and conjurors 
cap a proper dress to appear before a lady ? 

Run. "Tis very well; then give me my dis- 
charge, and seek a better master for your booby. 

Z. True. Dotard, I neither saw you, spoke of 
you, nor thought of you. My anger was directed 
at another. 

Run. Oh, then I cry you mercy. I protest I 
thought it was to me that you address'd it. I 
am sure the torrent met me at the door. 

Z. True. Why did you put yourself in the 
way of it ? It was the wretch going out of the 
door, not you coming into it, that mov'd my 
anger — It was that impudent Starling — 

Run. Oh the villain, oh the vagabond ! dismiss 
him, drive him out, let him pack up his wallet 
and begone. 

Z. Jtuc. He shan't stay another hour, another 
iustant— - I'll not endure him in nvy sight. 

Run. No, no, no, Starling's a foul bird, a lazy 
pilfering knave, like the cuckow, building no 
nest of his own, but stealing into others and 
plundering them of their comforts and repose. 
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Z. True. He does, he does, and though he 
vapours about his Independence, I dare say he 
has not a foot of land upon earth. 
* Run. Not a single sod of grass upon the face 
of the whole habitable globe : a fellow so incu- 
rably undone, that he has not in his contempla- 
tion the possible reversion of a single guinea : a 
jackanapes, that pretends to be a wit, a man of 
genius— 

X. True. Come, come, he has wit, he has 
genius. 

Jtun. Yes, he has wit enough to chatter non- 
sense to a chambermaid, and as much genius a^ 
serves him to tell lies, and make mischief in a 
family. 

i. True. Upon my word you are very bitter ; 
but he has eam'd it at your hands, for he makes 
as free with you. 

Run. With me does he make free ? What 
does the puppy say of me ? 

L. True. He says you have no more instruc- 
tion in you than a way -post, which barely served 
to tell the right hand from the left — That you 
are an author he admits, for he maintains you 
have written more than you ever read, and more 
than any body else will read ; he does not deny 
that you are a critic, for to that he says your 
ignorance is no obstacle ; and for your preten- 
sions to be caird a philosopher, he asserts they 
are about as good as those which a monkey has 
to pass muster for a judge, only because he has 
the wrinkles of one. 

Run. Does Starling sly all this of me? A 
hlockhead, that has no more brains than au 
Egyptian mummy; an ignoramus, that can't 
spell^one page o^ Greek, and would as sdo4 
unravel the labyrinth of Crete^ as codju^j^ate 4 

VOL. u R 
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single verb-^ni punish him; Til epigrammatise 
the silly dunce ; TU post him up in a lampoon, 
that shall Mac-Flecknoe him to all posterity. 

X. True. He gives you credit for it ; he admits 
your skill in libelling ; he says your pen has the 
property, like the camera obscura, of turning 
every object upside down that comes withiu 
its range. 

Hun. Fools have had their flatterers, and pick^ 
pockets their historians. Starling has malice 
enough to conceive all the ill of me which you 
relate, but he has not wit enough to clothe it 
m the words which you have given it. I shalL^ 
therefore humbly take my leave of a family, 
where authorities are all reversM; where women 
govern men, and favourites govern women, 
whilst honest folks are made to suffer for their 
quarrels, tn short, madam, I shall, no longer 
sacrifice my time, and your money, to the 
fruitless task of teaching Latin to a pupil, whp 
has not yet been taught to speak his mother* 
tongue. 

£. True. Prithee, good philosopher, moc^erate 
yoiir passion — Look, here my Leonard comes — 
Can't you take, in good part, a little harmless 
raillery. If Tve offended you, Tm sorry for it^ 

Run. Enough, lady^ more than enough ; Tm 
satisfied. 

Leonard enters. 

L. Tme. Now, son, what's your business ? 
. Leon. Now, mother, what's your pleasure ? 

Z. True. My pleasure is that you should be 
wise and happy. 

Leon. I hope my happiness won't depend oa 
1(hat ; for of whom am I to learn wisdom } 
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Z. True. Of your tutor, of this learned pre- 
ceptor, who is versM in all the wisdom of the 
ancient Greeks. 

ZeQn. law, mp^bfer, don't you kQQW the 
Greeks had only sevisn wise nien ampiigst th^m 
all ? What is th^i to the pr^ sftnt times, when 
there are seventeen in this house wise enough 
to outwit th^ ma3t^r Qf it ?i Why look at Starling! 
Isn't he 9 wise fellQw r To be sure be is, else how 
should he contrive to make a fool of i you P 

Run. H^ve a care, pupil i it doeanot beoome 
a son to sav such worids to his mother* 

Leon. Then why does my mother say such 
words to her busbapd ? Answer/ me that, old 
boy . , / : 

fiun. Neither does the scholar apeak in such 
terms to his master. The Grecian youth we^^ 
mpdeat in the pri^scince qf theu teachers. . 

Leon. But we are wiser than the Greeks ; 
didn't I tell you so? If age has made y6u wise, 
why shoudn't it make the world so ? And if I 
am old enough to take a wife, don't you think 
I am able to walk without a leading string? 
Besides, it lowers me in the eyes of miss 
Matilda. What matters it for me to construe 
Ovid, if I can't find out the art of making love 
to please her? But here is one a-coming, who 
will teach me in an hour more than I can learn 
of this plaid n]ght*gown in a twelvemonth. 

Z. True. Who is coming, child ? 

Leon. Why, Clifton — who but he? And he's 
my friend, and when he is come, we will throw 
away old books, and turn over a new leaf. 
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Servant enters. 

Sero. Please your ladyship, the Lord Glenan- 
dry is arrived, and Mr. Clifton. 

Leon. There, there ! Now, mother, you shall 
see such happy doings — 

i. True. Glenandry and Clifton !~I did not 
wish for their company. I know not who in- 
vited them — 

Lean. I did — Sir Toby did — every body did — 
all the house invited them, all the house is happy 
at their coming. Come away, mother — Philo- 
sopher, cast your old skin, and put yourself into 
clean linen and a whole coat; throw off your cap, 
■ and give your brains a holiday — turn your 
gravity into good humouryand your face will be 
brightened by it, as rusty iron is by scouring* 
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ACT n. 

Sir Toby — Lord Glenandry — Clifton. 

. • ■ i 

TVmc. My very good lord, and my very best 
friend, I am overjoyed to see you. Clifton, here's 
my hand, my heart is in it. 
. L.Gkn. Friend Toby, I th^ink you. lam a 
nfan of few professions. Tis enough: I'vesaid^it., 

True* If you had not said it, you are welcome 
again and again. I pray you to be perfectly at 
borne in my poor cottage. ♦ 

.,Z. Glen. Sir, you shall pot call it a cottage in 
mv hearing ; it is a palace. I, myself, ^m owner, 
of a stately castle, but it would be libelling a 
cottage to call it by that name ; for the l£Q>se of 
ages, and the poverty of its possessors, have let 
in the wincH and weather, and kept all else from 
entering, but those whp will accept of a warm 
welcome, and can. put up with a cold lodging. 

True. 1 should be one of that d.escription, w^rq 
I within reach of it, and if I live to travel to 
the Highlands — 

L. G.len. You will be a lucky man, if you live 
to travel out of them. 

. True. A little change of sceiie, however^ 
woudn't be amiss — 

Clif. And a short absence from my lady^ Sir. 
Toby^ 

True. Any absence from her, friend Clifton^ 
would seem short. 

Z. Gkn. Come, we'll not talk of our troubles* 
Where's my pretty rose-bud ? Where's my god- 
daugKter, Matilda ? 
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True. I dare say she is at her toilette ; when 
she has plum*d her wings, she'll soon fly to you. 

L. Glen. How does honest Leonard come on ? 
Has my lady lick'd yoiing Bruin into shape? 
Do you know, Toby, I don't think him per- 
fectly intderable. ' 

True. Tis a good condition'd cub, that's the 
truth of it. 

Clif. *Tirf well you acknowledge i«^ fdrBfuinf 
is my very hearty frieftd, arid if any fcody bela- 
boats him, I shall take up the^ i^udgeto in his 
c^use. 

7>wc. There's no love lost between you. 
Here he conhes, with my empress in his hand. 

Clif. And followed by the ofW philosopher^ 
Persecution leads the van, and melaBoboly raar- 
chds ifi the reif. 

LEONARD dnd Lady Truckle enlir^ ^ 

• Leon. My -dear, d^ar friend — ' \tun$ toCHftM 
dnd entbratei him.] Let me snatch ybii to my 
heart, which jiinhlps for j^ijr to' meet y^ii. — My 
lord, I kiss T6ur 8hoe-strings--thWe'fr af eounly 
jJhrase-^Fir* ^ttd fagg^f Are^ you going toi 
fight, that you're bedizen'd out hi regimMCals? 

L. Oltn. That's as it rwAy be. Hei^ we are, 
my boy ! and with my lady's leave we come to^ 
a^k a soldiei^'B ration of her hospitalityi We are 
station 'd on your coast, and have btlletted our* 
selves dn youif eaistl* for a d^y o^ two^ 

L. True. The lord Glenandry must be always 
^welcome; Sir Toby's friends are mirte* 

True. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

• tj. True. I am also very happy to see Mr. 
Clifton--If we did not welcortie our brave defen* 
ders^ we should not merit their protection* 
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jLeorL By Saint George and the dragon, 
mother, if Clifton turns out into the field, 1*11 
not hide in the house, dam*me, I'll make one 
amongst them. 

Run. Fie, pupil, fie upon you ! hona verha^ , 
piier, bona yerbjt. 

Leon. Bonus, Boi^a,bopum-— that's good, which 
you are not — puer, pueri, that's a boy, which I 
am not: so your Latin does not hit. either of us,' 
and is good for nothing — Oh, Clifton, do you 
know that Fm in Ovid ; there's a liquorish poet 
for you ; makes old Riinic's mouth water. Mark, 
what a flashy coat the old boy has got on ! 
There's a cut of Queen Anne for you I The coat' 
is fresh and flourishing, but the botcher that 
cut it out is dust and ashes years aeo. 

L. True. Child, child, your spirits run away 
with you. 

Leon. How can I help ,it? Clifton looks so 
c|ueer, I can't keep my countenance. 

Clif. Hush, my good fellow, hush ! Age must 
be respected in whatever apparel. 

Leon. Indeed! then I ask pardon of Runic's 
old coat for laughing at it« > 

Run. You see, my lord, what discipline we 
are in. I blush that this should pass before 
your lordship, but I cannot help it. . I have 
laboured to no purpose ; some understandings 
won't receive instructipjii ; impressions will not 
be retain'd i,n water. . 

X. Glen. Be at n^o concern about me, my good 
^ir ; this is not the first time you and I have 
met. Though a man of arms from my childhood, 
I rfespect your learning, and hope to edify by 
your conversation ; neither do I the less esteem 
3K)u for being born, like myself, on the other 
side the Tweed 
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Run. 'Yis true, my lord, we are countrymen, 
ahd when your lordship's ample palrimouy was 
forfeited, my small inheritance was sacrificed to 
the same cause. 

L. Glen. Aye, aye, brother-sufferer, we must 
thank the cbuhtryi that allows us to atone for 
tl>e errors of. our ancestors — And whilst you 
embellish it with your talents, FU defend it 
"With my life. 

[' L^on. That's a good one ; there's a mouthful 
of moonshine for old Runic, he'll swallow it, 
and be satisfied. But look, Clifton, look ! Here 
she comes in the full blaze of beauty— Stand 
clear, and keep a guard upon your heart, or she'll ■ 
snap it out of your ribs at a glance. 

Matilda enters* 

Clif. Ye Gods, what beauty ! Houries of Para- 
dise, you're all eclips'd I [Aside. 

L, Glen. Matilda, my sweet lassie, come to 
your god-father and takie a blessing — Bless you, 
my child! be good as you are fair, and you will 
teach us how to guess at angels. 

Mat. My lord Glenandry ever is most kind, 
except when he forgets how very vain his 
flattery must make me. 

L. Glen. Child, I can't flatter: here's your fa- 
ther knows I have been too plain a speaker all 
my days ; therefore 1 am, as I have always been, 
a rough old Highlander with empty pockets. 

True. You honour truth, I full well know, 
my Lord, and all men honour you. 
• L. Glen. Enough, my friend, more than enough 
for me. Be pleas'd to say a word for this young 
soldier, to your fair daughter, and let him pay ' 
his homage. 
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Tntc. pa^ghter, this gentleman is Mr. Clifton ; 
by his mother's side nephew to the Lord Gle- 
nandry, and by his father's of a respectable — 

Z. Tj^uc. Bless me, Sir Toby, where*s the ne- 
cessity to give the gentleman's genealogy to 
your daughter? his name will sure suffice for 
the common purposes of introduction. 

L. Glen. Madam, Sir Toby knows how vain I 
am of my nephew, and politely flatters me by 
announcing him as such. 

Leon. And if he'll be pleas'd to add that Clifton 
is niy frieud, I shall be vain too. 

L. True. Hold your tongue — If your Lordship 
can be gratified by any flattery of Sir Toby's, 
I^m happy yoii are pleas'd ; only I thought he 
had surfeited you before. Pray don't let me 
stop so interesting a subject — Proceed, Sir Toby, 
with your narrative : 1 sliall, for one, be happy 
to attend to such an orator, on such a theme. 

Leon. Now, mother, if I may be so bold, that's 
a mere flam of yours to flout a gentleman, and 
put him down in company of his friends : though' 
I'm no conjuror, I can find that out. 

Z. True. Who bade you speak, dunce? 

Leon^ I can discover too, dunce as 1 am, you 
are not pleas'd with anybody's praises, but your 
own; else, if you were, I qould amuse your ears 
from this tim'e till to-morrow, with the praises 
of this good fellow, and not tell one lie. 

X. True. Be silent, sirrah ! remember I'm your 
mother, 

Leon. Yes, and by the same token I am your 
son — and that I had rather be, begging Sir 
Toby's pardon, than your husband. 

L. True. Was ever the like heard? will you 
bear this, Sir Toby? willyou bear it? 
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True. M^aam', Vm us*a to beaTihg ; I fckn 
bear anything. 

Zeon. More shatnc for you : oh, Was I you, Srr 
Toby, h6w I'd tickle her. 

L. True. My Lord Glenaudry — My Lbfd Gle- 
nandry — 

L. Glen. Madatn — 

Z. Tmc. I should have expected you would 
not have been a silent hearer of such saucy lan« 
guage to a mother. 

L. Glen. I never was a husband, and don't see 
much reason to regret it at present. 

Leon. There, mother, there ! you'll put mar- 
riage otit of fashion, and stop the procreation of 
n^ankind. 

X. True. And where are you all this while, you 
pedagbgue, y6\i dronish, drowsy lump of dumb 
philosophy? why don't you stir, why don't you 
rouse yourself, and call your booby to account 
for this ? 

Ruri. Madam, when you call to recollection 
What is becoming your own chari^iter, nobc here 
present will offend against it. 

L. Trite. YM are a f66l; I'll ap'peal to nohe 
of you ; y^ou are all ih*^a league— and you, niiss, 
you— however you a^ect to stare and start, and 
play off your pretty flutterings — you shall re-' 
p^nt — . 

Leon. Beaf u'p, m^other; You don't come on 
in this quarter. H^re arc two of us to turn out 
for Matilda, and two to^ one are odds at any 
game. 

L.Ti^e. Harkye, Sir Toby ! If this house is 
mine, I shall expect to see it clear'd of your 
eompanibns; till then, I'll neither eat, drink^ 
sleep, or lodge beneath your roof-^ 
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Lem. Good hews ! we shaii^t be the less merry 
for the lack of your society. 

L. True. This day shall pfrore if I am mistress, 
aye or nb^ {Exit. 

Leon. Whuh ! there she goes. She has bolted^ 
and is off. 

Mat. Alas, my Loi^d, I'm Sdrry you and Mn 
Clifton shofutd receive this greeting in my father's 
house; 

Leon. This I this is nothing but a breeee to 
what wehave sometime^. * Is it, S\r Toby? 

Trtu:. I wish I had a little of your spirit ; I 
am so muoh asham'd, I cannot s{>6ak. 

Z. G/eit. 'Come, come, 'tis more than time to 
speak, friend Toby. Yon muiit speak, you shall 
speak, and to the purpose. 

Run. His Lordship gives good ooHn^el^— You 
ihust spefak. ' 

True. Then it miist be otitf in your €ar, my 
Lord. 

L. Okn. B6 it so * Let ns take a cool Svalk in 
the garden, and leave the yotita^ folks to them* 
selves. Friend^ Leonard, thdu airt a gallant fel- 
low ; give ny6 thy hiatfd !• - 

Leon. There it is, my Lotd-^hand atfd heart. 
AIM ssty is; ktev^j^^ mahn be Ava^ter iii his own 
house ; it is not fit that I, my mother's son; 
^ould^ e«t Si* T(Ay*« foastJ, arid turn the spit 
against him. Th^t WOuld^ bt scandalouis- 
wonldh't it, CWfkon ? 

Cltf. Right, my htfro! nature sp<eaks with 
thee, and truth, ho\«^evei> told, is always eloquent. 

L. Qlen. Come, my good friend, give me 
yonr arm. Let us sally. 

lExiuAt L. Glen, and Truc^ 

Leon. Rtinic, my heart, I hope you bear no 
malice. If I've cross'd you, I ask your pardon. 
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Run- Etioiigh ! \is forgiven. Sdlva est res: 
Leon. Very good,, that's aa much as to ^say: 
tlierf is a salvo for every thing. Now do you 
see^ if you are for sheering off, don't let us stop: 
you, 

Run. A broad hint, pupil, that you wish me 

gome. Well, 'tis my time for meditation, and I 

no.w.have seea enough to illustrate by example— 

furcns quidjamina possit. [Exit. 

Leonard, Clifton, Matilda. 

Leon. Now we three will have our own talk, 
and he comfortable. » . 

, Mat. You must pardon ipe; I cannot stay 
with you; I must positively be going. 
y.lfon: Look ye there, now ; thei^'s a kickrup 
for all comfort. Clifton, can't you think oi 
spQiethingi to ^^Qfiuse Mi$s Matilda with? tell 
her about your battles ; talk to her about fight-^. 
ipg. All. ladies like a soldier's story. No matter 
whether they ^re.jtrue, only make 'em terrible.! 
. Mat. I should, cjovbt if Mr. Clifton ha^ any-^ 
thing so terrible to tell, as the battle just now. 
over ; in which, it jSiCepis, Leonard, you bore the 
Vunt of the actioni ai^d Mr. Clifton got off un- 
hurt. ^ 

Clif. Not so, madam ; it was impossible for 
me to behold it, and es^cape pnwounded. 

Lco7i. I told you so, Matilda — -he pitied your 
poor father ; there is not a kinder heart in crea- 
tion, though he has the courage of a tiger. 

Cllf. It is not courage, if 1 have it, th$tt can 
defend my heart from the impression it has. re-^ 
ceived. That must remain with it for life. 

Leon. No — comey Cliftou, that is a small 
stretch upon the truth, I'm afraid.. My ipother 
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is a trimmer, to be sure, and 'tis painful to 4icar 
how she belabours poor Sir Toby; but out of 
sight is out of mind with me — Isn't that natural, 
Afiss Matilda? 

Mat. I have been told so, but perhaps Mr. 
Clifton's nature may differ from yours in that 
particular. 

Clif. I am sensible it does. By all that's lovely 
I have seen that object, of which my. mind wiil 
never lose the image to the last hour of my ex- 
istence. 

Zeon. Well, if my mother's image wa^to haunt 
me but half a quarter of that time, my friend, I 
should be cruelly weary of it If you had said 
as much of Matilda, and sworn by all that's lovely 
to the truth of it, I should have had no scruple 
to believe you. 

Mat. Ob, that would be preposterous; to sup- 
pose your friend should apply such expressions 
to me upon our very first meeting. 

Leon. No, no, I don't say he would, because, 
though you are very handsome, he is very bash- 
ful, and would be asham'd to tell you so. 

Mat. Are you sure of that ? a soldier, and 
bashful? 

Leon. Extremely so, though I can witness how 
he was struck at the first glance of. you; for I 
was at his elbow — but that's neither here nor 
there: Clifton's a man of honour, and I shall 
tell him how things stand between you and me, 
bye and bye, when I have him in a corner. . 

Mat. Yes, yes, he'll believe every word yoa 
tell him upon that subject, I dare say— -but don't 
qusite persuade him I am dying for you — Don't 
do that 1 

. Xeon. No, no, that's nonsenseV-dylng for love 
is out of questiQn-H-yet I am far gone, and could 
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give you a proof of it upon paper— nay^ and 
'tis in rhyme too ; for you must know, Clifton, 
I have been dabbling in the love poets, and 
liave pennM a little specimen all out of my own 
fancy. . . 

Mat. Bless me, Leonard, have you paid ho- 
mage to the Muse ? 

Leofi. To the Muse? no, I have nothing to 
say to the Muse, 'tis all about you — here 'tis ! — 
shall I read it? 

Mat. By all means read it — and with good 
emphasis. 

Leon. rU read it as well as I can — here goes 
•^only remember I am the person speaking, and 
^ott are the person spoken of — Listen — 

" How fair she is I can't declare; 
** The reason is, she is so fair: 
*^ How much I love I cannot tell, 
** The reason is, I love so well." 

Ciif. Bravo, poet ! This is' rhyme and reason 
too. 

Leon. Isn't it — The reason is^ I, low so well — 
You see I give a reason for every thing. 

Clif. Which is more than most poets do. 

Leon. Is it good ? 

Clif. Incomparable. 

Leon. Miss Matilda, do you like it ? 

Mat. I am charm'd with it. But methinks 
you did not set it off in the reading : ^ suppose 
you gave it to your friend to repeat : he'll ao it 
more^ justice. 

Leon. With all my heart. I shall be glad to 
hear it again. I'm a true poet for that, never 
tir'd of my own compositions — herei CliftoUi let 
us see what ygu can make of it« 
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Ctif. Have patience fpr a moment — I must 
con it over — ^now then — to you, madam 1 — 

'* If what I think I might declare, 
** I'd say you afe divinely fair; 
" If what i feel I dar'd to tell, 
** Vd say none ever lov'd so well.** 



Mat. Huippli ! there's no parryipg that. [A^ide. 

Leon* Tlje dickens, Cliftop, what are you 
about? you have reafl /em wrong — let me see 
the paper — The vengeance, here they are I 
couldn't you re^d 'em as thpy are written ? you 
have made nonsense of 'em. 

Mat. Cpirtainly he has, for he has rqbb'4 them 
of their fea^on. 

Cljf. Not of thpir love, I hope. 

Mat. No surely ; love and reason seldom go 
together, 

Leon. I can'l; tiell what you are at. You puzzle 
me— Jf my. lines w^re good at fifst, I can't think 
)*^hy you alter'd them. 

Mat. In the true spirit of criticism — to make 
them worse— for no other purpose- However, 
Leonard, as I shall put ^11 the fine thiqgs he 
^ays to me, tp your account, you need not be 
afraic} of employing hini as your spokesman. 

Leon. Oh then by the living — I'll rest, my own 
imagination, anfl employ his — but whither now, 
Matilcl^? Wherefore are you going ? 

Mat. To rest, like yoq, my fancy, and give 
time to your ingenious friend to rest his. ( 
rather think, considering his exertions, a sober 
hour. or two of recollection will not b^ misap- 
plied. 

. If on. I'll talk him 9V?r tbe.p, and sepd him ta 
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Mai. As you will for that. Furnish him only 
\irith a brief, and if his extreme bashfulness don't 
stand in his way, I don't think you can find anr 
abler advocate. [^Exit. 

Leon. There, there, you seei we're all agreed, 
this is just as I could wish it. Now, my good 
fellow, here lies my case in a very few words. I 
am to marry Matilda as soon as I'm of age: that's 
settled. I have one more year to be dependant 
on my mother, and wind up my education — 
That you know is Runic's concern ; I need not 
fuss myself about that. 

Clif. No, surely, if it will go on of its own 
accord. 

Leon. It will ; but look'ye now, I've no vast 
turn for books, and perhaps they do no good. 

Clif. If you have no turn for them, perhaps 
they do not. 

Leon. Very well then, here am I living like a 
toad under a harrow, with my mother, and 
spunging upon Sir Toby — that isn't what I like^ 
My passion is to be a soldier, like you: can't 
you make my lord, your uncle, get me a com- 
mission? I should be happy to be in the ranks 
with you, and fight by your side. 

Clif. Thank you, my brave 'fellow, for your 
zeal, but what's to be done with Matilda in the 
mean while ? 

Leon. That's the very point I'm coming to; 
there you must stand in my place, do you see, 
and keep her steady. You heard her «ay I coudn't 
find an abler advocate; and I am prepar'd to 
say I can no where find a better friend. 

Clif. If I were not your friend after this mark 
of your confidence, I should be a very base 
poltroon ; but you seem to forget that I am not 
the fittest person in the world to undertake this 
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trust — First, as I am a soldi er, and at my coun* 
try's call — Secondly, as I am a young man like 
yourself, and, it may be, not less sensible to th^ 
attractions of beauty, and /the allurements of 
love. • 

Leon. What then, what then? you could drive 
love out of your thoughts for my sake, as well 
as I could out of mine, for yours. 

Clif. It might be a dangerous trial for either 
of us. 

Leon. Not at all, not at all. Put me to the 
lest. 

Clif. I am not quite so sure of myself : Matilda 
is very captivating. 

Leon. Yes, she's a fine girl, a very fine girl- 
but what of that ? There are many fine girls in 
the world, and few good friends. I'll flinch no 
danger for the friend that I love. 

Clif. Thou art a noble fellow, and thy honest 
heart shall never be wounded by me. Let me 
only have another interview with thy lovely 
mistress, and if I cannot serve thee, I promise, 
en my honour, I will not betray thee. [Ej^eunt^ 
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ACTin. 

Scene, a Garden. 

Sir TojBY jind Lord Gji-knandiiy. 

Trvfi. You are right, my Iprdr— a booby as I 
was, a blockheadly ass, to think of marrying 
again, when I hacl.no more need of ^ wife than 
a bear has for a blanket. But she took me in 
with her temper, which was all milk and roses, 
whilst I courted her; all smiles and dimples in 
ti^e days of dalliance, .till in the extravagance 
of my folly I was persi;iaded, that she lov'd me, 
an4 begarp to think she had discovered graces I 
was;not conscious of possjcssinaf. 

L. Glem Guinea^^ my good Sir Toby, were 
the graces she discovered, and the smiles and 
dimples she di?play'd were caus'd by the attrac- 
tions which you carried, not in your person, but 
in your pockets. 

True. I believe so, my lord, for though she 
has long since lost all affection for my person, 
she has retained her passion for my property, 
and gone pretty deep into it, let me tell you. 
Yes, yes, I pass for nothing but a cypher in the 
account, dust in the* scale, a thing that goes for 
nought. All is my lady's, she commands on 
deck, I only tug the oar: her voice is para- 
mount; rings round the house, rattles in every 
ear — mine is never heard, Heaven help me, but 
in sighs, and those Tm fain to vent in holes and 
corners, where she's out of hearing. One ragged 
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ftervant^ and one wretched honBe, is all my state 
and equipage— 

L.Glltn. Damnation^ Toby, were I in your 
place — 

True The very devil could not put you in a 
Worse. 

Z. Glen. No matter, were she twin sister to 
Glendower, with all his imps and devils at her 
beck, I would compel her to obey my will. 

Truc^ But how it she would not? 

Z. Oien; VA starve her, shut her u^, divorce 
her,— In short, I'd either break her spirit or her 
neck. 

True. Lord love you, break her spirit ! Tame 
a tiger, turn aqua vita; into water-gruel, make 
me a warrior and a hero like yourself*^ then 
your work is but half done, then you must stand 
a battle for your freedom ; then you must fight 
it out, for she'll not yield whilst she has hands 
or tongue to stir against you. 

L. (jrien. You are too passive ; only be a man, 
and you will find her nothing but a woman. 

True. And what is more invincible than 
woman ? We can't for honour's Sake employ our 
weapons, and when we only fight them with 
their own, they are sure to conquer us. 

Patrick rum to them. 

Pat. Ah, by the living Powers, they're dawn 
upon us. Stand for your life. Sir Toby, now or 
never. 

True. What is the matter, Patrick ? Why, you 
are all over blood. 

Pat. You may say that^ — it is a bloody matter. 
The Devil rules the roast, and the cooks ride 
upon their spits like witches. Oh that I bad had a 

S2 
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bit of Irish timber, to have put a simple qiiesti04 
to their heads ! 

L.Glen. Speak to the purpose, man,, if fear 
will let you, 

Pat. Fear ! No, the devil of a fear have I ; or, 
if I had, rd^ sooner keep it to myself than bring 
it into your lordship's company, noble general^ 
where fear was never yet, nor ever will be. 

L.^G.len. I have accused you falsely, I per- 
ceive ; for you're an Irishman, and of course are 
not afraid of seeing your own blood : — I only 
hope it really is your own. 

Pat. Every atom of it ; and was my father's 
before it was mine ; and he was not sparing of it 
neither, for he spilt every drop of it in battle 
over and over again. 

Z. Glen. So much for your father's battles, 
BOW for your own. 

Pat. The holy Saint Patrick give a thousand 
years to my lord general, for th^ gracious things 
jnc has said of my own dear country ! Whereby 
I had hop'd to have been bless'd with your noble 
honour's remembrance, having serv'd in your re- 
giment in America, and fitt by your side at thie 
battle of BunkerV Hill. 

Z. Gkn. Patrick Mahoony ; I recollect yo|i 
now full well, fellow soldier. 

Pat. May it never be a lessening to your 
lordship's honour to call a poor private, fellow 
soldier; and may no soldier be asham'd to look 
his officer in the face, when his servitude ig 
over ! 

: Z. Glen. Now to your story — tell m$ what has 
happen'd. 

- Pat. Why then 'tis all a tantarum of my lady's. 
:Wou*d you believe it, she has stopt the spits, 
forbid the dinner, lock'd the cellar doors^ an(l 
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vam'd the housemaids not to sheet the beds at 
peril of their places. There's a frolic ; there's 
a conundrum with the devil to it ! — So there^ 
upon, do you see, I spoke my mind amongst 'em 
pretty freely, and damn'd *em all for fbols and 
sycophants in humouring such a cursed cat-o- 
mountain* But though I spoke as civilly as niight 
be, whuh ! such a clatter — cooks and scollion- 
wenches, housemaids and laundry-maids at once 
upon me — a regiment of tear-coats — blood and 
oonsi no chance in life amongst so many claws 
to 'scape a scratching. 

X. Glen. Well, brother soldier, wounds are no 
disgrace, when gain'd in battle. Get you gone 
and dress them, and as I see you've suflTer'd in 
your rigging, my nephew is provided to supply 
you. The rest your master will adjust. 

True. Alas ! I know not how. 

Z. Glen. Send him away, however, and we'll 
consult upon it. 

True. Go, my poor fellow, make your peace 
amongst them. 

Pat. Ah, blood ! there never can be peace or 
plenty, whilst such a Jezebel is let to rule. [Exit, 

True. What's to be done ? 

L. Glen. Any thing rather than starve. 
' True. I have no power to right myself: the 
servants won't obey me. 

L. Glen. Till you dislodge your shrew, or tic 
her tongue up, you cad have no power, no peace. 
— Who is this^ gentleman ? 

Starling walks towards them. 

True. By all my hopes, 'tis Starling. He's my 
friend ; his influence with my lady can do much: 
I'll move him to assuage her — [Meets him^ 
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L. Glen. Unhappy man, bb human Biiail^ can 
help him. His mind has lost all energy. [A^ide. 

True. Qhj[ my dear Nod; you come upoii a 
wish— ; i , / 

Stat. Indeed !--Who'8 that? 

True. I^moverjoy'd to see you— ^ 
1 Stan Hold a moment i-^Isn't that tbe Lord 
plenandry? 

True. It is, it is — what then ? I have huainesa 
for yau. 

. Star. Let business wait — I must be knoMtn to 
him — present me to his lordship. 

True. My dear, dear fellow, help me out this 
once, and I'll present you then as o^y best friend. 

Star. I'll present myself — My Lord Glenandry, 
my right noble lord, permit me to assure you 
there's not a man in England more respects you 
than Edward Starling— Ned with my familiars, 
and to your lordship any thing, and all things. 

Z. Glen. Sir, I am proud to know you, as the 
friend of this much injured gentleman, Sir Toby. 

Star. Yes, my good lord, I am Sir Tofey'a 
friend — his fast, his faithful friend. 

L. Glen. He wants a friend, and you m^y just 
now render him a most material piece of service* 

Star. Proud to do it, my lord — ever ready to 
serve my friends — No man does more good of- 
fices, and makes less parade of them than myself, 
though I say it. 

L. Glen. If you did not say it^ Sir, we should 
not be the less disposed to believe it. At present 
I believe your friend has nothing else to require 
of you, but to allay a small disturbance in his 
family, where I am given to understand your 
influence is predominant. 

.Star. Not so, my lord, not quite so— but what 
is the business, and how am I to set about it ? 
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Z« Giem Siuifily^iSiryito bringiHij^^ladyto her 
reason^ the servants to their dutj^ 'and: restore 
your friend to his tninqisillity. » 

True. That's alV Ned-^here, yoo. hive the 
whole of it* ' »- . \ v \ 

Star. Stvl^-^ind ihy ' lord l**^l humafaipdwer 
is limited^tasay^that I'll ! engage to brine. «iy 
lady to any s(»te ' of mind : reseftiMing a rc&so^ 
would be to say that I willirielt'tliieiffllacieres^ 
remove Mount Caucasus, control the winds^ and 
perform labour^ that would break the baeks of 
Hercules^ oiiTheseus^or^anyof the deini-^^dB 
and heroes, who fought their way into the 'Coa^ 
stellations. 1 

X. Glen. Do what you can however — if not 
ally do ^ometfaang. ! A man of your address need 
not despair. In every human heart there must 
be found some fibre not quite petrified, some 
fitring, that still will vibrate ; no one shall per* 
•uade me it can be absolute and perfect stone— ^ 
but come, we'll not lose time in these discussions 
•i^Let us ^walk towards the house* [Eseusrii, 



Scene Lady Truckle's Ap^tment. 
lAAf TfiiueKLBy and Loftt her fFtman. 



• 



L. True. I'll have that Irishman turn'd out of 
doors. 

Mrs. L. 1 hope your ladyship wo'nt do that — 
poor fellow ! it was but natural in him to speak 
up for his master. 

Z. True. Hey-day, Mrs* Lofty, do you dispute 
my orders ? 

Mrs. L. I shall hardly do that, my lady — 
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nobody in this house, I should think, will oppose 
your authority. I only beg leare to observe, 
that if you turn Patrick < away, Sir Toby^ for 
aught I cap see, must waif ufiou himself. 

Z. True. You are very considerate for Sir Toby, 
tnethinks : 'tis more than Sir Toby iis for you, or 
me, or tany one — bringing his Mymiidons into 
the house to turn it upside down, confound all 
order,. and provoke th^ sop to rise against the 
mother* 

. Mrs. L.^ To be sure, my lady, whoever has 
.done that, there is no ex^cuse to be made for 
fittch behaviour. 

Mrs. L. None, none ; now, Lofty, you talk 
isense — This Lord Glenandry — this old High- 
lander—Can't you see what it is that brings 
him hither? The carcase lures the eagle. All 
ra plot to foist his nephew in upon Sir Toby, and 
snap the heiress : a piece of Scottish cunning, to 
patch up the tatters of his rebel confiscations 
^ith a sood English rent-roll: that's his pro* 
ject, and my blind booby Leonard does not.spy 
the trap that's set to catch him. 

Mrs. L. Oh the wretches ! If such are their 
designs, they don't deserve to be let sleep be- 
neath this roof one hight. 

Z. True. Nor shall they, traitors— Hark ! who's 
at the door ? Look out, I'll not admit Sir Toby. 

\Lojty goes to the door. 

Mrs i. Madam, 'tis Mr. Starling — ^Will you 
see him ? 

L True. No, he's a traitor, and the worst of 
traitors. I'll never see him more. 

Mrs. L. Men are but men; none are without 
iheir failings, and if he's ])enitent, why 'tis but 
Christian charity to hear him. 

£. TVtic You're a good creature. Lofty, and 
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for this once, at your intercession, rtt give the 
wretch a hearings So you may let him in. 

Mrs. Z. Yes, I know that, and I may leave 
him with you. [Exit. 

Starling enters* 

L. True. I am astonish'd at your confidence. 
What do you want? how dare you tq come hither? 
Don't hope that I'll forgive you : say what you 
will, ril not believe a word. I let you in only 
to humour Lofty, and because 'tis matter of in- 
difference to me, whether I am alone, or in the 
company of one, on whom I do not waste a 
thought. 

Star. Come, come, my lady, I*m in no fault, 
therefore I ask no pardon. Sit down, and let me 
talk to you — # 

L..Truc. Assurance ! I sit down with you ? 

Spar. You sha'nt refuse me — Aye, you may 
flame ; when you flame, I am warm'd. Tis then 
X love you most. Give me a Semele, whose 
haughty spirit invites the flame by which she is 
consum'd. A tame soft thing, made up of milk 
and gruel, is but a mess, where every beggar's 
cur may come and gorge his brutal appetite, till 
he revolts and nauseates what he fed on. 

Z, True. What is all this? \v^hy all this rhap- 
sody? 

Star. Will you sit down and hear ? you know 
I loVe you more than all the world, and fear you 
less than anybody in it. Therefore sit down, for 
by the powers of love, I will be heard. 

X. True. Let go my hand, then — Don't be so 
ridiculous, and I'll sit down— There — Now what 
have you to say ? 

Star. You charg'd me wrongfully about that 
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Lucy. 'Tis only with proud people I am proud; 
therefore I answered to your sharp rebuke in 
terms as sharp. Xt anger'd me to find you could 
suspect me of such low intrigues. 

L. True. Well, if I may believe this was your 
motive, and that you really ^corn such mean 
attachments — 

Star. From my heart I scorn them. 

L. True. Then I acquit you. 

Star* Thus .we seal our peace — [Kisses ker 
hand.] And now, my dearest lady^ hear me fur- 
ther. — You must not be sa hard upon Sir Toby — 
You must not, by my soul ! It is not for your ho*- 
Hour or your safety to drive him to extremiities. 

L. True. Away ! If this is all you have to tell 
me, I'll hear no more. 

S^ar. Nay, but a little reason in your wrath. 
Be absolute in powerf only don't quite dis- 
grace him in th^ eyes of his illustrious visitor. 
Hold fast the sceptre; keep it firm in hand^ but 
don't strike lest you shatter it in pieces. 

Z. True. Go, get you gone; I've done with 
you for ever. 

Star. Not so, not so. Convince me of my 
error, and I'll acknowledge it. , 

L. TruQ. You silly man, how can you not per- 
ceive the ruin you are drawing on yourself? 
Who but yourself will suffer, if this lord, this 
second-sighted Scot, is let to stay, and by his 
cunning, undermine my power. My booby son 
already has revolted, and is their own; their 
next prize will be Matilda, and who can tell but 
they may spur that sluggish ass, Sir Toby, till he 
kicks off his burden ? — Then what are you ? The 
victim of your own folly. 

Star. I see it, dearest lady, by this light ! I 
see it, and detract all I have said. 
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L. True. Go, then, and send Sir Toby to me ; 
for since you have been drawn in to mediate, 
I must, to give you credit with your client, in 
some way strike upon a change of measures, 
milder in appearance, but not less efficaci^usr in 
result. 

Star. By heavens, I stand in admiration of 
you, and am as much enchanted with your wit 
and intuition, as I am ashamed of my own dUl- 
nesa and stupidity. 

X. True. Why certainly you are a dear dull 
soul, that is the truth of it. But thrust yourself 
into no more commissions, and cautiously avoid 
that Highland chief; whose sight, is as keen as 
his climate* whose ambition is as towering as his 
mountains, and in whose heart rebellion springs 
spoBtaneous and self-sown. Now get you gonej 
I must digest my measures. 

Star. When shall we meet again ? 

Jj. True. I know not) here I shall remain all 
day, and never quit my chamber till the house 
is cleared of these intruders. 

Star. May I not visit you in your retirement? 

L. True, ril think of it, and as I m.iy deter- 
mine, you shall be advis'd of it by faithful Lofty 
-T-She has got the key. 

Star. And that commands the avenues to hap- 
piness, that mocks the paradise of Mahomet. 

Z. True. Nonsense ! The tomb of Mahomet, 
and not his paradise, will be a better picture of 
vour state ; for I will neither raise you up to 
happiness, nor sink you to despair. Not a word 
more — begone ! [Ejceunt severally. 
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Scene the Garden. 
Leonard, Clifton. 

Leon. Now, my good fellow, we have pounded 
hen The walk is barricadoed on botn sides ; 
she can't escape us here, unless she had wings. 

Clif. Are you quite sure she has not ! Angels 
have them ; why may not she r Leonard, I think 
I never can incur the charge of double-dealing 
with the friend that trusts me ; Yet, if any 
thing could make me dread it, it would be the 
consciousness of what I felt in presence of 
Matilda. 

Leon. Oh, never fear ; I warrant you have felt 
as much or more for others of her sex, and been 
no worse for it. 

Ciif'. No, on my honour. 

Leon. What, then you prefer her to all the 
pretty women you have seen ? — 

Clif. Decidedly; without any competition. 

Leon. Then, } suppose, in your opinion, Clif- 
ton, I am the happiest dog this day alive. 

Clif. If you think of her as I do, you are. 

Leon. You have heard, no doubt, that she's a 
tempting prize, heiress of all Sir Toby's great 
possessions ? 

Clif. I've heard as much ; but were these all 
her charms, I could withstand her easily, being 
contented with my competency, and not «x* 
tremely anxious to encrease it. 

Leon. Why then 'tis clear you like her for her- 
self, and therein we agree. I have enough, were 
I but happy, and were I not, money won't make 
me so. 

Clif. You say 'tis settled that you are to marr/ 
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her ; if so/ why do you wish to engage me in a 
struggle the most severe that honour can be put 
to ? Sure it can't give you any real pleasure to 
torture me with eii vy. ; 

Leon. Noy hang it, that is scandalous to think 
of. I only wish that yoii $hou1d see more of her, 
and know her better. It may be your cure. 

Clif. Why truly, LfCoriard, if I should discover 
that she had chang'd one grace of nature's giving, 
for. the proud glances, which those minions deal^ 
who bury their attractions in their co:ffers, fare* 
well, Matilda ! . 

Leon. You have hit the case at once ; there 
lies the block at which I stumble. I suspect she 
flouts me because, do you see, I am a homebred 
fellow, ill-drest and awkward, stupid as you see 
me; with no wit, art, or genius to amuse her; 
nothing to recommend me bi^t a heart, which, as 
it harbours no deceit itself, would fain not be 
deceived. Look at her, therefore, for my sake, 
my friend ; she cannot blind your eyes as she 
can mine, for you are skilful in the ways of 
women ; I know them only by the worst of sam- 
ples — my domineering mother. 

C^.. Honest, honest heart ! Til do thee jus^ 
tice, suffer what I may. 

Leon. I'm sure you will ; I know you are my 
friend, not from the merits that you find in me, 
but from your own benevolence, and because 
you see how much I love you. So if you find 
occasion in your talk to give me a kind lift in 
her good liking, so it be fair withal, and nothing 
more than such poor qualities as I possess can 
warrant and make good, why, you will do it — 
So there's an end — I'm off, for she's in sight. 

[^Exit. 

Clif. Oh! who coujd injure such simplicity^ 
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Mativda a^fx>ache9 to CtifTov* 

Mat. Didn't I catch a glimpse of Leonard 
with you? 

Clijfl He had just left me as you came in 
sight. 

Mat. Why did he so ? 
t Ctif, Because his generous confidence allows 
me to avail myself of this fortunate occasion to 
tender you my apologies for an error, into which 
I have been unknowmgly surprized. 

Mat. What error, Mr. Clifton, do you charge 
yourself with? 

Clif. The error of an act that had been base 
in the extreme, if ignorance of your peculiar 
situation had not conceal'd it from me. 

Mat. What peculiar situation am I in? You 
miake'your mystery only more obscure. 

Ctf/T I understand the friend, who just now 
left me, is to be made the happiest of mankind ; 
and by the truth that's in me, I conceive so 
highly of the intrinsic goodtiess' of his heart, 
that I should hold myself in just abhorrence for 
suffering those sensations to transpire, which 
honour would, have warn'd me to repress, if I 
had been apprised of your engagement. 

Mat. You know the nature, then, of my en- 
gagement ? — 

Clif. In general only, not by circumstance. 

Jtdat. ril tell you then. My father, as you see, 
is under the dominion of a tyrant, sinking be- 
neath the burden of a yoke, he has not strength 
to bear, nor courage to throw off. One hope he 
had, one sacrifice to make, that seem'd to pro- 
mise freedom and redemption : I was to be the 
victim ; I was to marry Leonard ; to the son of 
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hef fifftt husband my ui]haf!>py parent was to en- 
gdfge his daugbter atid estate. 

Ctif. And were these terilis imposed upon yout 
folber, o^ freely tendered ? 

Mat Can ifOu ask tbat questibn ? Surely yoii 
krit^w they were impos'd upon bim. 

Clif. Not I, so belp me, truth ! 

A^t Has Lord Gienandry never told you 
that ? 

Clif. Never. 

Jktai. You much surprise me ; — but to end my* 
story — Penetrated by the sufferings of my father, 
and by his importunity besieg'd, I aid — but 
wherefore should I boast myself? What did I 
more than many others would^ and all should do? 
— I sacrificed myself to save a father. 

Clif. Is it indeed a sacrifice ? — Leonard, if not 
adornM with all the graces, is blest with many 
virtues. 

Mat. Grant him a, thousand virtues, add to 
them (what he has not) accomplishments as 
many, I must for ever see my father's tyrant 
reflected in his image, and be wretched. 

Clif. You cut me to the heart. As Leonard's 
friend, what is there I can do for mutual expla- 
nation? 

Mat. Nothing. A promise cannot be revpk'd 
— by me it cannpt ; — but consult your uncle. He 
knows the nature of the sacrifice, which my 
poor father made to purchase peace. — Ask him 
of that— You say he has never told you. 

Clif. Never, upon my honour. 

A^t. If you*re sincere ifi that assertion, ask 
him ; prevail with him to tell you what he knows 
of that obscure transaction. 

Clif. You have rais'd my curiosity to the 
height. I'll never quit him till I know the secret. 
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Mat. And when you know it, if you still re- 
tain the impressions which you profess to have 
felt, perhaps you will, like me, lament a promise 
that enslaves a heart, as sensible to feel, and not 
less pain'd by feeling those impressions than 
your own. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 

* 

Runic, and Mrs. Lofty. 

Mrs. Z. So, Mr. Runic, if you were as changed 
in countenance as in kindness, T should not knoW* 
you. Time was you would look in upon us now 
and then, and take a jelly or a cup of tea, and 
condescend to chat with us poor folks ; but now 
you pass us by, and look so proud. 

Run. I am no whit less humble than I should 
be ; for, to speak truth, the conduct of your lady 
is so outrageous, and, as I believe, so criminal 
withal, that I do not chuse to give my company 
or countenance to those that are in confidence 
with her. There is my answer to your chdrge, 
Mrs. lx)fty ; it is a plain one, and you are free 
to tell it to your unworthy mistress. 

Mrs. Z,.l shan't do that; I am no mischief- 
maker, Mr. Runic. 

Run. You can make none that I'm concern'd 
about; for I don^t care how soon she is informed 
that I despise her. 

Mrs. L. Aye, you are a gentleman, and speak 
your mind. Tm but a servant, and must hold my 
tongue. 

Run. Yes, if you've sold your liberty of speech, 
you will be silent. 

Mrs. L. Servants should be so. 

Run. They should be honest too, and not 
cabal against their masters. Wicked schemes 
may prosper for a short time ; but when they are 
found out, the shame they fix upon|the plotters 
of them will be perpetual. The day is not far 

VOL. !• T 
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off, depend on it, when all these evil doings 
of your lady will be laid open : then Starling, 
ouy'and all that shar'd her favour, will share 
er fall. 

Mrs. L. Nay, that is certain ; I expect no 
less : she drives so furiously, no one is safe, that 
has to do with her ; for my pirt, 1 N^islike her 
oings on as much as you can', but how to act — 

ill you advise me, sir ? 

Run. A better counsellor will do that for you. 

Mrs. li. Who can be a better? 

Run, Conscience : — Consult tliat friend ; 'if it 
reproaches you with being, privy to those guilty 
meetings, tnat dare not face the light, you ban'C 
but know, they are the criminals who shelter 
vice, not those who expose it. 

Mrs. Z. Well, to be sure you learned men* are 
wizzards, and if my thoughts were in a bool; 
before you, you could not sec them cles^rer* Ah 
iny good sir, jt is in vain to counterfeit witli yourj 
there are sad doings in this family ; and, as yoif 
rightly say, the wicked must be brought to 
shame at last — ancl that of course must be my 
lady's fate — then what becomes of ^pe, if I am 
found to have known her evil courses^ and con^ 
ceal'd them ? 

Run, Ruined without redemption, shs^m'd, dis- 
grac'd, discarded without pity — 

Mrs. L. Oh, frightful ! that's the very end of 
all things, and what I have b<een turning in my 
thoughts all this day long— this is not right, said 
I — this is not as it should be— Here am I eating 
my poor master's bread, and openiqg the door 
for the thief that plunders him — but look ! — talk 
of a certain person and he appears — Farewell at 
present; wawill meet again, and then I'll teil 
you more. * \Exitf 
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.^TAULnto eni&^ydind is pcusing wet* 

Run. Whither so fust, whither away ^o fa»t ?, 
— A word with you, Mr. Starling — 

Star. My dear, dear Runic, any other time a 
volume, I am now upon the wing to find Sif 
Toby. 

Run. You cannot find Sir Toby, for Sir Toby^ 
will not be found. He and the iJord Glenandrj 
are gone forth, and far a^Held by this ttme^ 
Heaven knows where : your search is therefore 
fruitless, so I pray you lend nie your ears, and 
what I'll pour into them may prove a grand spe- 
cific, to preserve them whole and secure from 
danger of excision. 

Star. What danger arc they in, except of 
being bot'd with your long* winded prosed 

Run. You are mei*ry, «ir — merry at my ex- 
pense ; but I forgive you ; for to do you justice^ 
your wit is of that merciful description, it has 
not heart and soul io hurt n fly. My lady told 
me many pleasairt things, not one of which 
I credit you for saying ; or if you d^d, I know 
youVe not the courage to avow it— else I would 
let you know I have a sword— 

Star. 1 fknow it well ; I know you have a 
sword, and also know it is tbe only thing about 
you that has a point or carfies any edge — ^^but to 
convince you that I have some courage, I'm free 
to own that I retorted on you for your acrimo« 
nious criticisms of my late publication. 

Run. It defied criticism : it was rank nonsense. 

Star. I don't \\^nt any body to tell me that* 
I write professedly rank nonsense. 

Run. Why do you so ? • 

Star. Because 1 write<to live, and 'tis t!ie rea^ 

T3 
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diest money at the market. Was Aristotle now 
to set ^p Bcfaooly w^'cl kick faim out of it, and 
maintain to his beard, that we can fabricate a 
perfect whole^ although without beginning, end, 
or middle. 

Hun. Oh then, ingenious sir, it should appear 
you're wiser than the Greeks* 

Star. And honester — or woe betide us. Wit- 
ness the master bf them all, old Homer, who has 
been now convicted of baving^ foJ*g'd the siege- 
of Troy upon us, for which your friend, that gave 
ifalse evidence, merits the pillory. 

Run, What friend do you allude to? 

Staj\ Your friend Pythagoras, that A^ried 
down beans, and spoilt the sale of bacom 

Run. Ridiculous! How is Pythagoras con-" 
cern'd about the siege of Troy ? 

Star. Didn't the knave pretend that he was' 
there in person of Euphprbus r Shame upon him, 
be set up a false alibi— What have you to say for 
bim? 

Run. A true disciple of Pythagoras lets folly 
talk, and keeps contemptuous silence; — but 
hark ye, sir, we'll leave the Greeks and Trojans 
to fight it out, and call up a new question. 

Star. What is your question? State it. 
, Run. What sort of principle do you conceive 
that man to possess, who undermines the autho- 
rity, betrays the tru&t, and abuses the hospitality 
pf the benefactor, from whom he receives daily 
favours, ^nd to whom he makes daily professions 
of inviolable attachment ? 
. Star. Go to your books, and seek of them an 
answer. I have nothing to do with it. 

Run. Pardon me, sir, you have much to do 
with it — Your meetings with Sir Toby's shrewish 
wife are known, and will be trac'd to your con- 
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Viction, unkss you halve the address to wird the 

hlowj by tufnrng bver *o'tbe injured 'party. 

" Stan What meetit^s have 1 hud 'with Lady 

Truckle, except to serve Sir Toby? Who dares 

to accuse iSe? > • 

Run. I dare: I am the man, that will accuse 
you. ' • ! i .; '■': 'J .:■* . . r . -' 

Star. Do so— here comes Sir Toby — ^I am 
ready; • ' > ■■' -• ,■'■.- 

Sir Toby enters. ; 

True. My dear dear Starling, have you seen 
my lady? Haveyoa appeas'd her? Give me 
some good news, for I have no hope but in your 
mediation. ! 

Star. There, Mr. Runic, now produce your 
charge. 

True. What charge, what Charge? 

i&dA The blackest, and thie falsest. He charges 
fne with base ingratitude to you, my benefactor 
and my friend — Am I ungrateful? Speak ! 

True. >Jo, iio^Ungraiteful ! Runic does but 
jest. 

' Star. He further says that I betray your trust, 
abuse your hospitality, and conspire with Lady 
Truckle to overthrow your authority-^Am I this 
villain ? Answer ! 

True. No, no, 'tis all a ftam, a fi^lse alarm of 
Rhnic's to make sport with you. I have nothing 
to accuse you of; but much to thank you for^ if 
you have made my peace with my lady. 

Star. Your peace is made. 

True. Then you are the best friend I have in 
all the world. 

Star. Do you hear that. Master Runic ? 

Run. Yes, yes, I hear it. 

Star. And are you jiow conviucM? 
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Jiim* Fii)ly convineMi and know not wbicb is 
most t^ bc^ adfiriir'4— Sk . Toby'g intuitloa^ ar 
youf honesty ;^but 'tis my maxim^^Qui imi( <fc- 

True. What is the English of tliat ? 

Siar, 9mf}y, that he has kcfrn :ii^ ai deceptbn, 
and now is undeceiv'd — but come, I must pwi* 
duct, yOtt to your lady.— - 

True. Ah, my good friend, what could I d^ 
without you? [Ejpeunt. 



So^ne changes. 

Leonard and Clifton enters 

• ■ ■ ■ 

Leon. Now, my dear fellow, here we are togt«« 

ther, snug smd secure — I long to heair how you 

came oft* with miss-^How are you? — He«rt- 

i|i(hole P— Ha^ sb« drawn the arrow, or does it 

stick;? . . 1 

C^* Why should you wish to know? That's 
to myself. 

Lton^ Nothing is to your^f that I can share 
m Besides, you promised njie to d^l sincerely, 
9nd lej^l me all that pass'd* 

CUf. You shall know all : Honour demands 
that of me; and as itiy dealings baye be.en fair 
and opf n^ I h^ve no ot^ncen^lments, nothing to 
^pld V^ck that it eon^enns y^o^ to be inforin'd of 
— but a§ toith^t sdme arrow, my good friaMly 
we'll leave it where.it wasr 

JUefmi Ah! fiQW X see you are but haif my 
friend, whilst I am wholly yours. You'll just do 
what yortibargain'cl for, and: n6 move. You'll 
not confide in me — 'tjs very welU 

Clif. Nay/ don't be angry: with nafc. 
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Leon. No, I am angry with myscilf :f6K cJon- 
iceaivuigydi^eoiMM e^^^ of m^ as I do of 

501U I know I am youriinfenpr in isoimany 
jfWktK tibat I Qugbt . noft ; to ^xpoct yo«& ii^oubd 
produce met amongat lyoUrf, fine acquaintance, 
whese^myawkwiardmainM^fa ifon\^ disgrace you 
*rrrbut atill I hop'd, however low yon held mt i& 
point o£ nod totanding^yxiu would find no cause 
Jbo doubt any heart : r ; 

Clif. Nor do I, by iny soul! I th^nk your 
heart the seat of tirutb, <>f honOur aad bene- 
;ird^nce. ^ . . 

ZfiM» Ohf nowt you saryi too nouch* I am only 
honest as. far aa my small judgment can distin<^ 
guish the righ^ from wrong. 
s Clif. AndisBQtthatiBDough to shew you upon 
•what 4nati yea I decline your question ? How can 
it gratify your friendly feelings to know what 
passes in my secret thf>ughts about a lady, for 
whom if I have unfortunately comceiv'd a liking, 
jyouof all men are the. last, to whom in delicacy 
I i$h(Mikl. reveal |t? 

Leon. Why so ? What have I done ? 
r C/j/L What have you done? N^ed you he put 
in mind of your own happiness ? Have you wit 
the lady fast bound by promise ? 
. Lenm. Does she.ackiibwledge the promise? 

Clif. Yes, ind will fulfil it. 

Lsm. .Why that's fair and honest Then she's 
a woman ^of her word, you sej^. 

Clif. I did not doubt it, and you may believe 
I did not strive to unsettle her good faith. 

Leon. No, hang it, that had been a sneaking 
trick quite out of character. — -Starling might play 
.that game ; Clifton disdains it. — So then she'll 
marry me, it seems — I have her sure — she holds 
to her engagement ? — 
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-' CZ/jT. Religiously^ ^ * ' 

Leon. That's tight^And I suppocie fonecs a 
world of happiness ill' store with stich^a well- 
pair'd mate. I'm just the very man that hits^heir 
fancy* — Should you ha^e believed it? 

Ciif. I wish to believe the time may shortly 

come when you will l>e so* The ntorfe she 

knows of you the more, she will approve y du. ' 

Leon. Oh, then she is not dying foi^ mie at 

present? ' 

- C/i/Ii Not absolutely dying.i > 
Leon. Perhaps, if she was free to chuse again; 

she thinlis that she might meffd herbhoiise. 

- Clif, Perhaps she does, but that isiWith herselH 
Leon. It is so; and perhaps again^it mfay*be 

tfaer peculiar wky of thinking, to £ancy Such a 
clown as you might suit her better than sach a 
gentlemaii as me. ? 

Clifl I cannot speak to that, 
: Xeo/?. Oh, I ask pardon. That is another of 
your secrets which you keep to yourself — You 
will permit me, however, to suppose thitisucha 
thing is possible. • ' »' 

Ciijr.lJrge me no further — I have done you 
Justice; , , ; 

Leon. Thank you, my boy.i-^You*ve given me 
a good wO!;d : she must be charm'd With that— * 
You have also told me just what 1 knew before 
*— Thank you for that, if you hear more of the 
samesortof news,you'il tellit me with the^sanve 
'lidelity-*-And look, she's coming — fare you well J 
I'll leave you. 

Clif. Hold I I'll not be left with her again. 

Leon. Chuse for yourself — I'm off. 

[E.vit hastily. 
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. .■' I Matilua enters to Cliytos. 

Matm ! iieonard again ! I'm destined to break 
^f up your conferences. — Have you seen your 
unclV? 

Ckf'.\ I baire not met liim, and my pajttence is 
toftnr'd the. mean while. 

, Mat. I have the very letter which lie wrote 
to my poor passive father, when he liad made 
thie fatal comprdmisey by^which I am, bound to be 
the wretched wife of tliat poor youth, who never 
can know! happiness with me. 

€tif\ Let me. peruse it ; let me see that letter. 

Amti I cannot give it you-- indeed I cannot. 
, Ctif. Then read it to me. You can sure do that. 

Mat. That^s worse— Oh, Clifton, you, of all 
foeh living, are he to whom I could not read that 
letter. 

. C/r/l Indeed ! Have I an interest in that 
letter. 

Mat. How can I say what interest you may 
take in what I deem the greatest of misfortunes? 
'Twoutd be presumption in me to suppose that 
you must ^mpathize in my affliction. 

Clff. Mustl not sympathize with her, in whom 
myi whole «oal — but I will not speak ; I will not 
violate my word to Leonard — Loveliest of 
women^ and for ever lost I If, as your scruples 
lead me .to suspect, I had a name and interest in 
that tetter before 1 knew you, and my uncl^ then 
forbore to tell n)e of my unknown loss ; judge 
what would be my agony now to read it, when 
I have seen you, look'd away my heart, and never 
can efface the deep impression^ which you have 
planted there. 
\ Mat. Take it, however; read it when Tin 
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absent, and when you meet a name, that I will 
own wouldhave bee^dear to me akoveall names, 
if you indeed feel all that you profess, we shall 
be nuatoallly the linoat wretchied Dcsngs^lth^fcever 
crwel honour tore asunder. ^ ^ ^ 

Clif. I have, like you, betroth 'd myself to 
Leonard: hehas^a^hmrt for f rieadship ^^ bat the 
man exists not, that can Jbehold such beauty aad 
zesfga tt;. ■ .v , 

Mati Or if he eould, his mercenary mother^ 
wliMei soul ' is wedded tO' Sir Toby's coilersv has 
sw tn firtlers. The laHal bond of promise, guarrdod 
by law and sanctified by faonotir^ is ini hev hamds^ 
ami ' what bei^ %varice cove4», bev tpoiiver will 
command — but bark ! what's that ?-^Soriie 'spy 
is on the watch : this house is full of ^ears. Away, 
a.way ! . we^y © talk'd too long already, i' ^ . 

C^i^ jFarewelL I will believe ti^eguardicn 
angel, that has thy happiness in charge, will savt 
thee. . . l^Ej^eunt. 

Leonard enters. 

Lecfiu Now, bad that Clifton been siocef e with 
Wt^ I> were the meanest scoundrel in iDreation for 
listening to his talk; but I suspected what I've 
beatd, and as he would not trust me^wi th bis Jbeart, 
J trusted my own ears with bis discourse — Oh by 
i>aint Bau'nabas, I'll fit him for bis tricks ! Til 
i>ay him off for ajl his double-dealing; J'U lot 
mm Jcnow that I can mark my garaCi as cun- 
ningly as he can— I'll to my mother, get the 
staff in hand-^then I am for him.. [Eant 

Scene, changes. Sir Toby and Lady Tav^KLfu 

L. Trtic. You see. Sir Toby, I am fair and open* 
I put myself and spn into your binds. Only make 



T»E PASSIVE HUSBAND. fS3 

good tbe cotttract yon have sign'd ; marry the 
partiesi ajjid in that very hour I resign all autho« 
rity and rule into vour daughter's hands. The 
bumble cotti^et which I h9.ve fitted up for niy 
retreaty shall then be all I will retain for life. 

True. My lady, I consent. Have you the bond? 
. X. TruCf YeS) yes, I haye the contract in safe 
keepipg— Assure yourself of that ; and here it is* 

True. You will not in mean time dislodge my 
guests — 

X. True. I'll not disturb theoi for this day, Sir 
Toby; but, mark my words^— to-morrow ihey 
d^art 

True. Tis their intention, madam. 

JL Tnic. Let them keep it , 

True. When shall I break your pleasure to my 
daiwhter? 

, Z. True. Not till that Clifton's gone, by any 
means — besides, I must communicate with my 
•on; I roust rc^prove himj he has much dis* 
pleased me. 

True. If he has half my dread of your displea- 
sure, he'll easily be wrought to makesnbmis* 
sion. Has your ladyship any further commands 
at present ? , 

x«. True. None ; you may go and, be merry with 

Sour friends ; only be wise withal — ^f ypu know 
ow. 
True. I'll do my best to gain your approhatiom 

Leonard enters. 

. L. True. Oh thou ungracious boy! Oh thou 
feviler of a tender mother, w hose careful daya 
and sleepless nights are pass'd in meditations \Qt 
thy good, ungrateful I What can you say to me« 
that may atone ? 
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- Le&h.lfl was elbqu^irt, Vd mak6 a speech j '^ 
if hypo^Htical, rd squeete dut tears; but beih^ 
heither, 1 can' only fall upon my manrbw-bbncsi 
aM ask'ybur pardon. Pray, pray forgive mc I ^ 

^ X. True. Rise, you &i^e forgiven. ^ I cannot long 
^e angry with mfy Leonard; ' ^ • ; 

•^ Leon: No, yotir poor Leonard is so very peni- 
tent, and you have 'such a soft and tender hes^rt, 
til^t I was sure you couldn't hold out long. ^ 

L. True. But you must never treat me so again, 
'i Lton. Ob never, never utter a bad word, as I 
hope to be married* 

Z. True. Do you then hope it? Are you eaget 
for it? • ' ^ 

Leon. Sharp as a hungry tiger^ — Oh' my cJear 
iootberj when I Have got Matilda, and (what is 
better far) Sir Toby*s fortune; there'll be! a happy 
fellow ! then you must think I shall be rich and 
great, atld my own master — 

• L. True. Aye, and I hope — prudent and w'ise 
wilhal. " ■' 

' Leon. Never doubt me; I am well born for 
that. No wife shallJerry me; lamtoomuchmy 
mother'is son to suffer it. No, no, I'll follow fbpt 
receipt exactly : I'll manage my good dame by 
the same rule, as you do your good man: i<7n t 
that right? 

L. True. Well, we shall see ; but have you 
gaiti'd Matilda? r u . 

• Leon. Leave that to me. I have her in a noose. 
Z. True. It would be better, if you had her 

heart. 

' Leon. Do you think so? Woman's love is trou- 
blesome. A fond wife is for ever in the way, and 
ititerrupts our amusements. You are not over 
fond of your Sjr Toby, and yet how happily you 
live together ! 
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Z.Truc. That*s nothing to the purpoje. I sus- 
pect that Cliftopy whom you tbink so much you* 
friend, is playing false with you. 

Leon. Do you indeed ! Oh the egregious thief! 
But let him play, I have him on the hook — pro- 
vided you have only kept that what-d ye-trall \t\ 
that secures my marriage. 

L. True. Kept it, my child ! No doubt but I 
have kept it — if you mean the bond and solemn 
obligation of the contracting parties — here it is. 

Leon. Yes, yes, that's it. The very thing I 
want. Give me but that in hand, and I defy him. 

X. True. No, no, ^tis safe with me : so long as 
I retain, and can produce it, Sir Toby will not 
venture to dispute it. ^ 

Leon. Oh if he did, I'd deal with him : you 
don*t know what a spirit I possess. But let me 
read it ; let me con it over. It is but right, you 
know, that every man should be acquainted with 
his own security. 

L. True. Well, there it is, if you can make it 
out. 

Leon. I warrant — Heyday ! here's a crooked 
scrawl— tlfese e's are s*s, and the r's are q's. This 
will require some spelling : I must take this into 
my reading room — 

L. Tfndc. No, no, I will not trust it out of 
sight. 

Leon, Oh monstrous, mother, not to trust your 
son* Don*t you suppose I know the value of it. 
Bless your dear soul, I prize it as my eyes : 'tis 
this that puts Matilda in my power, gives me 
Sir Toby's wealth, all that I can wish — 'tis this 
that lays my rival at my feet, — possest of this, 
I now can look that Clifton in the face, who 
dar'd to call my spirit into question, and treat 
him in the manner he deserves — Oh my dear 
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mother, let me emt^raae you for this precbus 
gift!— 

L. True. 'Tis not a gift, roy child, it is a trust, 
a sacred trust, ou which your all depends* 

Leorin Right, my dear mother, tis a sacred 
trusty and I will put it to a s^icred uMi 
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ACT V. 

_ • 

ZorrfGxENANDB.Y meetins Cuftok* 



•o 



C&/. My lor^, well m^t. We have miss'd you 
all this tnormng. 

L.6len;XG^, Clifton, I have acted the old sol- 
dier, and when I could not keep the field with 
honour, h^ye prudently witlidrawn myself from 
trouble; and made a short excursion with old 
Runic, to fill i^p time, and leave Sir Toby to. patch 
up a peace as speedily as lie could — for he that 
can't give battle, must submit to let the con- 
queror dictate. 

Clif. Ay^'tis a wretched, hen-peck'd, hemrt- 
less preature, who has so long submitted to his 
tyrant, that nothing can redeem him. 

L. Glen. I don't know that; I should not quite 
despair, if he had any spark of manhood left. 

Ciif. He does not merit to be call'd a man, much 
tess a father, who, for the; purchase of a few hours 
peace, could pledge his daughter's happiness for 
ever. 

L.. Glen* It must be own'd, that matches so 
contracted are rarely happy, and I much suspect 
Matilda would gladly catch at any lawful means^ 
that <;ou1d release her from that obligation. 

Clif. So they were fair and honourable in their 
nature, I t;hink she would embrace them ; though 
in justice to Leonard I must say, he has as good 
a title to be happy as honest nature can bestow 
upon him. 

L.Gien. But honesty alone, with clownish 
manners and an uncultivated understanding, will 
never suit Matilda, 



288 THE PASSIVE HUSBAND'. 

Clif. I know your lordship once had othef 
wishes, and rated me^so much above my merits^ 
as to account me worthy of that honour, for 
which, in gratitude, I am ever bound. 

L. Glen. Who told you this ? who divulg'd 
this secret ? 

Clif. Matilda had the goodness to impart to 
me your letter to her father on that subject., 

L. Glen. Surely Matilda, when she shewed that 
letter, either supposed you indifferent to the con-* 
tents, or had not much consideration for your 
feelings, if you were not. 

C^. Oh, my dear uncle, «he is'itll perfection^ 
and I have lost a blessing past compute. 
L. Glen. You love her, Clifton ? — 
Clif\ Oh, to distraction love her--*- 
L. Glen. And she returns your love? — 
Clif. We are both unfortunate. Would I had 
never seen her. 

Runic enters. 

L. Glen. So, my good friend, what news? 

Run. When you had left the cottage, which 
my lady has fitted up, and where, as we sus- 
pected, she holds her meetings with that fellow 
Starling, I straightly questioned the old dame 
about them. At first, she had her lesson and 
evaded ; but when I threaten'd her, and repre- 
sented the ruin she was drawing on herself, she 
wavered, was alarm 'd, and in conclusion gave up, 
and made confession so complete of that bad 
woman's guilt, that if Sir Toby will but face the 
question, I am full arm'd with proofs to bear him 
through it. 

L. Gltn. I never doubted what would be the 
result of your inquiries ; but how far to push 
them will merit some reflection on our part. 
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Run. My lord, I am cballeng'd to produce my 
proofs; my honour is committed, and I must 
either shew this woman's baseness^ or pass for a 
defamer. 

L. Glen. Tis not an enviable office, however, 
to dabble in the dirt of such a business j but we 
shall see — 

JUrs. Lofty appears. 

What does this woman want? she beckons you— r 

Run. Oh, Mrs. Lofty, what are your commands? 

lioft. A word in private with you, if you please. 

[Exeunt Runic and Lofty. 

L. Glen. Now, Clifton, does not this discovery 
inspire some better hopes ? 

Clif. If 'tis a point with you to save Sir Toby, 
and if he's willing to be sav'd, it does. 

Z. Glen. But may it not be tum'd to your ad- 
vantage, by rescuing Matilda from her marriage ? 

Vlif. I cannot see it in that light, my lord. I 
cannot comprehend how the exposure of this bad 
woman's guilt could free Matilda from a Solemn 
promise in favour of her son, nor do I think that 
spn should suffer Tor his mother's crimes. 

L. Glen. But what, if terror might induce the 
mother to give the contract up r 

Clif. What if it did ? her act could not dissolve 
it; nor would I take Matilda on those terms, 
much as I love her, much as I adore her — cer- 
tain it is, that she regrets her fate ; but I am not 
so base, so lost to honour, as to concur in any 
operations for traversing her promise to Leonard, 
whose fair and open dealings claim from me a 
conduct no less candid on my part. 

L. Glen. I see your delicacy, nephew, and re- 
spect it. 

VOL. I* V 
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Runic enters hastily. 

Run. I have it, my good lord, I have it here 
in scriptis^ signatum et sigillatum — Listen, I be- 
' seech you^ to this grand and imperial epistle^ 
which our female Tiberius writes — a Capreis — 

** Runic, it seems, suspects us — Runic shall be 
" discharged. You say our assignation for this 
" evening must not take place : I say it must, it 
" shall. Guarded by faithful Lofty, and lecur'd 
" bv locks and bolts, we may defy discovery. 
" Come therefore, and fear nothing. Comc^ I 

say, or tremble at the vengeance I will take. 
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"The marriage is in train; when that ia over, 
** all points are gaiu^d» and I am yours fojf 

<^ever." 

How say you now, my lord? will not thif brin^ 
her towerinff spirit down? it will, it must^ We 
have her on ner knees. 

li. Glen. Tis very stron^^and this slie writes 
to Starling ? — 

Run. £ven this, which her compunctious coa« 
fidante betrays — But look, Sir Toby comes — 

Z. Glen. And Starling with him-*-put the letter 
\)y, and not a word about it. 

Sir Topy enters, followed by Staelinq^ 

True, Ah, my J ear lord, Vm overcome with 
$haniei to think our harmony should have been 
interrupted by these domestic jars — hut you are 
6ver kind to your poor friend, and Clifton too, 
I hope, will overlook it 
L.Glen. If youVe coutentcd> all is well with U3* 
TrucM Thia worthy gentleman has jwckde my 
peace. 
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L.GIeh,^Ti% a good thing to haye 4 Mend, 
Sir Toby4 

- True. It IS indeed ; I find the sweets of it. By 
Mr. Starling's means, I hope to pass one happy 
day in your society. 

Star. I trust, you have ma^y hajpipy daj's ia 
stX)Ye. My efforts shaVt be wanting. 

Z. Glen, Why that is l^ind — And now, good 
sir, I have a bobn to beg. 

Star. My lord, command me. What is it, I 
pray you? >' 

i. Glen. Simply, that you will undertake for 
me what you have executed so Ivell for your 
friend — ^procure an audience for me of Hfiy lady^ 
that I may pay my court, and mikemy peace. 

Star. Oh, my good lord, you condescend foo^ 
fan Tm positive my lady don't require it; and, 
if her health permitted her to quit htt dhatnber^ 
^he wodld wait on you. • ; 

X. 0/e». By no jfneatis>, -l€haH la^tju^h prefet tht^ 
honour of waiting upon her, and if you'll meidiatU 
for me that permission, and tal&e (i^e ill your i)aiid^ 
you^ll much oblige me. ! 

Star. My lord, my lord, I fly atyour command. 

[Exit. 

L, Glen. Runic, a word with you — Give. me 
the letter.~Don't hint a syllable of this to Sir 
Toby. [Apart^ 

Run* Upon my honour, no— 4here is the lettei?. 

X, Gkn4 Now, my g<k)d friend, if you are thus 
thankful fbr one day of peace with your opprts- 
aor, wh^t will you say to me, if I cati set yon 
clear of her for life ? 

• True. What will I say, my Idrd ? run mad for 
joy — but that can never be; that happy hour is 
»0!t for me. My liberty is lost, and {\)^hich i$ 
VOTse) my 4w^ter*s* 
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, Run. Whose fault was that, Sir Toby, but yOuf 
own? 

True. You don't know what it is to be a hus- 
band. • 

Run. ' Say rather you forgot you were a father*^ 
* Z. Glen.' Hold, you are too severe. If I, who 
am the uncle of this gentleman, do not complaini 
Vho has a better right ? 

True. Oh, that I had the power to call him son 1 

Starling enters. 

Star. My J-ord Glenandry, when it is your 
pleasure, I will attend upon you to my lady. 

Z. Glen* Be pl^as'd to lead the way — Runic,* 
remember! [Exit with Starting. 

Run. Sir Toby, will you trust yourself with 
me ; and wait my lord's return ? 

True. Most readrly — Ah Clifton, that I might 
but see the day, when I may say, Matilda is your 
own ! * 

Clif. That day can never be. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Runic* 

^ Leonard comes in. 

Leon. What day can never be r There^s an old 
paying — Every dog has his day> and this is mine. 
This IS my holiday, and here^s the almanac, that 
marks it down in black and whitetfor ever.^ Oh, 
I could kiss this paper, I could hug it. There is 
a name in it as dear to me as my own eyes — Do 
yoii guess whose it is? 

C/f/i Your own perhaps — Matilda's and your 
own. 

^ Leon. You're right, my heart ! YouVe jump*d 
at once uj^on it, I am set down upon tliis pre- 
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cious paper the happiest rogue alive. I know 
you envy me ; but I can't help it, Clifton, I <;an*t 
help it. You must come with me, and partake 
my transport 

Clif. Impossible. You must excuse me. • 

Leon. I can*t excuse you, by my soul I can- 
not. You'll kill me, if you refuse me — Nay, Til 
kill myself, and haunt you when I'm dead for 
your unkindness. Ghosts are in fashion now, 
and I'll be with you. Come, be persuaded-^ 
there's a dear good fellow ! You will not sure 
refuse to see Matilda — I know you like her; 
she*8 a charming girl, and (which is more) likes 
you — I'm sure she does— Come, I'm not jealous 
— let me beg you'll see her — You have her heart; 
I have her upon paper. 

Clif, You're a strange being, Leonard, and 
provoke me to risk what honour never should 
encounter — Yet I'll go with you. 

Leon, That's my noble fellow — Damme, I'll 
^lake you dance upon your head. [Exeunt^ 

Scene changes. 

Lady Truckle — to her Lord Glenandry and 

Starling, 

Z. Glen. I thank your ladyship for thus ad** 
mitting me in company with this gentleman,-^ 
who, both as criminal and witness,knows the truth 
of what I shall advance. Your agents have be- 
tray'd you ; nay, you have betray d yourself, for 
I have here your letter to this favour'd gentle- 
man, stopp'd on its passage, and in my possession; 
It puts you at my mercy, but I doubt not you 
will be wise^ and not provoke my justice. I an> 
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your liasband'a friend^ biit Vm a $oklier» and 
though I give no quarter to resistance^ I spare 
the Weak and fallen. 

Z. True. I am yet to learn, my lord, what right 
you claim to tamper with my people as a Spy, 
whilst you are treated as a*guest and friend; nor 
eah I see how it becomes a soldier to act the 
palti^y part of an informer. 

L. Oien. Spare your reproaches, madatn, if yciu 
please^ and understand yourself as well as itie. I 
am no spy, nor am I yet intitled to be calPd ab 
informer, your husband being still in ignorance 
of your proceedings* But, if you force me iujo 
active measures, I shall not think my character 
degraded by rescuing an opprest and injur'd hus- 
band, and publishing your guilt to all the world 
•^As for you, sir — 

Star. Oh, pray, my lord, forbear to urge my 
failings; I confess them freely, and throw my- 
self at once upon your mercy. 

Z. Glen. You have done well, sir, and I hope 
my. lady will recollect herself, and do the same. 

Z. True. Let me know what it is that you ex- 
pect; for if I must be ruin'd by concessions, I'll 
sooner face your charge and brave my danger. 

L. GUn^ Give up your power, and set your 
husband free — Retire, and separate upon terms 
proportional to your pretensions and Sir Toby's 
means. Your character shall then have all pro- 
tection that we can give it, you must add the 
:rest by your own future conduct and discretion. 
Thus may you save yourself^ your son, and this 
unhappy man, whose ruin else will be inevit- 
able. 

Z. True. Guilty or not, it is in vain to struggle; 
you have me in your toils. Consult my husband, 
^t me know bis terms ; f put myself into ybuv 
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^otdship's hands, until I leave this bouse ; (which 
I propose to do to-morrow morning.) [Ejcit. 

Star. My lord, I hope you'U hear one word in 
mitigation. 

Z. Glen. A thousand, sir, if less will not suffice* 

Star. I am not guilty, neither is my lady. 
What we had been to-morrow, Til not say. 

Z. Glen. Sir, if I might believe you, it would 
be most welcome information. 

Star. By all that^s sacred, I declare the truth. 

Z. Glen. How came my lady then not to assert 
her innocence? 

Star. My lady had her motives. I hope you'll 
not compel me to disclose them. A separation 
has been long her object, and when her tyranny 
could not provoke Sir Toby to propose it, she 
became desperate; and baa my scruples, or, if 
you will, my fears been less repulsive, she would 
have gone the length of a divorce. 7"herefore 
she kept no check upon her servants, and hence 
it is they have adjuqg'd her guilty. 

Z. Glen. I understand her motives — Are you 
now prepared to break off all connection with 
this lady ? 

Star. Most peremptorily, and for ever. 

Z. Glen. Then follow me, and if you are sin- 
cere, I'll turn your steps into the road of honour. 

[Eseunt. 

Scene changes. 

LzoisfAnv JbUmed byCLiFTos, leads inMATiLDA. 

Leon. Now mind, Matilda, here I have you 
safe, bound hands and feet in fetters ; and I've 
brought this man to witness how I mean to treat 
you. In th^ first place, because I know you 
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think me an awkward clownish fellow, I intend 
to case myself forthwith in Clifton's livery, and 
buy the pirivilege of being shot at. I am resolv'd 
in short to be a soldier, and fight myself into 
some reputation. 

Mat. So far, so good. What next? 

Leon. The next thing is, that when I take the 
field, I must not be encumbered with a wife, 
whining and whimpering as you would be; for 
that, as Clifto^. knows, wonld dam|> my fire, and 
melt my heart, which must be pity-proof, and 
hard as adamant — so, ^o you see, I mean to take 
a furlough by mysej^ of half a dozen years or so, 
before I buckle to the marriage yoke. 
. Mat. What's to become of me in the mean 
time? 

Leon. In the mean time, because I scorn the 
trick of holding any lady's heart by law, which 
I believe is only to be held by love and liking; 
here I give you up this paper, on condition that 
you'll transfer your promise, therein made, to him, 
whom I have therein nam'd — that's fair — Isn't 
it, Clifton ? Now I'm even with your for altera 
ing my verses. 

CliJ. My heart's too full ; I cannot speak my 
feelings. 

Leon. Well! have you look'd it over? Now 
don't think, because I give you up to this brave 
fellow, that I don't know the value of my gift. 
If you don't take it on the terms 1 offer, by Gog 
and Magog I'll exact the bond in my own right; 
for, next to Clifton, I account myself the best 
intitled to your hand and heart. 

Mat. Oh Leonard, Leonard, what shall I say 
to you? Thou art a noble fellow. 

Leon. I'm not a noble fellow, take that with 
you — A noble fellow never yet gave up a lovely 
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girl, as I have given up you : a noble fellow 
never thinks his friend superior to himself, as I 
do Clifton — a noble fellow never lurks and lis- 
tens to private conversation, as I did, when you 
and Clifton open'd your fond hearts to one an- 
other — but Tra reveng'd upon you both at last 
for not confiding in me — 1 here's the bond! If 
you will pav it to my order, well !— If not. Til 
sue it out from you in person. I leave you to 
adjust it as you may. [Ejcit hasiily. 

Clif. Did ever friendship soar to such a pitch ? 
Was ever generosity like this ? ' 

Mat. According to the value that you set upon 
the gift, so is the giver's bounty. 
. C/i/I What estimate can reach the value of a 
gift, that is inestimable? But will the mistress 
of my soul accord to the conditions Leonard has 
imposed ? 

Mat. They're very hard, but how can I evade 
them, unless, like him, you will release me i^lso? 

Clif. Release you ! Oh, that these fond arms 
could hold you for ever to a heart that doats 
upon you ! 

Mat. Why this is not releasing me, it must be 
confest, unless it is from life by over-squeezing 
^ — So pray take pity on me, and give your pri- 
soner a little air after my tortures — Come, you 
may follow, but I'll not trust you even with my 
hand. 

Clif. You can't be cruel; those soft melting 
eyes, like a chastising angel's, beam with pity, 
and smile upon the object which they punish. 

\Exeunt^ 
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Scene changes, 
, iSKr ToBT and my Ladi/ with Lord Oi£NAi9DEr. 

True. Why to be $ure, my lady, in your prc- 
Mn(;e 'tis not polite to s^y that I am happy. Yet 
I have got the words upon my tongue, and they 
will out. I am the happiest fellow^ at this mO- 
mentf in the three kingdoms. 

X. True. You are very welcome to all the hap- 
piness that you can findi provided you mak^ 
good the terms agreed on« Those sign*d and 
seal'd, we part upon the instant, and why we ever 
eame together, I don't know« Our tempers could 
i^ot mix. 

* True. Indeed they could not, your ladyship's 
had the property of rising to the top. mine of 
sinking to the bottom : you say truly, tliey could 
never mix. 

LfioHAHD enters. 

' Leofu Here am I, good folks I whether merry 
pr melancholy I cannot exactly say, but some--* 
what savouring of both-^^-Glad to have left a 
good fellow happy, but sorry to have given a 
pretty girl 4way« Tore George, I believe I must 
rejoice in my generosity, and repent of it after*- 
Wards. Ah mother, thank you for the bond ; I 
have given it to Matilda — Ah, Sir Toby, thank 
you for your daughter) I have given her to Clif<^ 
tott^-^And here they come — May I perish, if I 
don't believe their's is one of the few matches 
that are made in heaven : they look as happy as 
if they belong'd to it— don't they ? 
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Clifton and Matilda enter, 

Ctff* Sir Toby, at your feet I implore a con- 
firmation of that blessing, which the ffenerosity 
of this best of benefactors has bestowed upon ine« 

True. O lord, O lord, O lord,* I shall run mad 
with joy. 

Z. Gkfh If this be so^ my friend, I am in a 
fair way to keep you in countenance; you'll havi) 
company in your madness. 

L. True. Harkye, son of mine, have you ac* 
tually given up the obligation I put into ydur 
hands. 

Leon. Given it up! no; I made it more an 
obligation than I found it. Here lies the case, 
mother, stratige as it may seem, there's no ac- 
counting for the whims of women ; so, do you 
know, though I am what you see, an Apollo for 
wit and beauty, and your son (which is a great 
recommendation), yet this silly girl thought 
little about me, and a great deal about Clifton — 
What could I do with her? I could not take a 
wife without a heart, so I chose to keep a heart 
without a wife. 

L. True. Tis no matter, you was born a fool, 
and you will die a fool. Your father was one 
before you* [Exit* 

Leon. So I should suspect by the choice he 
made. 

Runic enters.. 

Ah, old Runic, are you h^re? philosophers are 
not such rarities as you would make of them. 
Which of your old Greeks would have given up 
Matilda? Drown it — there rs not one of your 
seven wise men would have been fool ^lough to 
have done it. 
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Run. If you have done this, pupil, you have 
done a thing unparallelVI in history. , 

Lean. In Ovid's History of Love, I believe, 
there is nothing like it, so throw away your 
books ; I told you we were wiser than the an- 
cients. I'll read no more of them — Come, Sir 
Toby, call about you; let us go to dinner. — 

True, Egad, and I will call about me, now my 
lady is dispos'd of — ^and we will have a merry 
meal. I'm as little fond of books as you are, 
Leonard ; learning comes by labour, but eating 
and drinking come by inspirations-Holla! who's 
there ? Who waits ? Where are you all ? — 

[Two livery Servants run in, and after them 
Patrick smartly dressed. 

Pat. Ready, so please you ! Stand by, under- 
strappers ! I am his honour's gentleman— don't 
you perceive it? I wonder what can make you 
so ofHcious. There, there ! abscond, and wait 
till you are wanted — [Puts them out. 

True. How's this, how's this? Patrick, and out 
of livery? 

Pat. You may say that ; I was out of livery 
afore I had given over to be in it: so, do you 
see, I was embolden'd by my modesty to make 
a little kind of round-about, that went straight 
forward to the point of favour with his kmd 
honour Clifton, to bestow this bit of drapery on 
your humble servant — The blessing on his heart, 
'twas done at once; for, Take this key, he cried, 
my honest fellow, unlock my trunk, and pick 
out the suit you think will best become you,, ta 
attend upon your lovely mistress — so' when I had 
my choice thus freely given, I thought I would 
make free to choose the best. 
« L. Glen. Spoke like an honest soldier, and an 
old one« 
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Mat. In my opinion, Patrick, a plainer suit 
would have become you better. 

Pat. Ah, don't say that — don't let me hear you 
say that rose-colour is not becoming, lady, wnen 
your own pretty lips bear witness to its beauty. 

True. Well answer'd, Patrick ! You have long 
partook your master's sorrows, it is but justice 
you should share his joys; and now the only 
question is, whether Clifton, who has gain'd a 
Avife, or I, who have got rid of one, is happier of 
the two. 

Cllf. What happiness on earth can be so great^ 
as the possession of a heart like this ? 

L. Glen. Then guard it, Clifton, for in times 
like these virtue needs every prop that we can 
give it — ^The world, broke loose from order, arms 
against it; the law, scarce equal to the task alone, 
looks to the Muse for succour; and if she, se- 
duc'd by fashion, hath this night held up a false 
and specious mirror, dash it from you and break 
the charm : for we appeal to Nature, and by her 
candid verdict stand or fall* 
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ACT I. 

Scene, the interior of a Cottage in Courland, belongs 
ing to Lodowicic the JVood-cutter. He is sifting 
in his Chair dosing. Marian his JViJe enters^ and 
walking up to him, shakes him by the Shoulder, 

LoDowiCK, Marian. 

Mar. Rouse yourself Lodqwick,you have dropt 
asleep, and your pipe is out. 

Lod. Aye, dame, 'tis dead, and turn'd to ashes. 

Mar. Shall I fill it afresh ? 

Lod^ No, let it be. 

Mar. Shall I fetch you something to wet your 
lips ? You are weary, poor fellow. 

Lod. Not a drop. What's the hour? 

Mar. Past nine, and a dark night. 

'Lad. Is Torrendal come in ? 

Mar. No, he is yet out, wanderiifjf about the 
forest I have set a candle in the upper window. 

Lod* You have done right. He must needs 
want a guide, whose senses are so totally astray, 
that when he is out of sight 'tis but a chance if 
ever he's seen more. 

Mar. Alas, poor man, if we can't cure him of 
th^se rambling fits, some night or other he'll b^ 
trapp'd by roboers, and leave his wretched bones , 
iji this wild forest. 

l^odn Robbers! who'll rob him? Every bo(|y 

X2 
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flies him he's such a spectacle. Six months and 
more he has been feeding upon little else but 
sighs and groans for an abandoned wife, not 
worth a thought. 

Mar. Ah, Lodowick, he cannot shake her from 
his thoughts. Some sorrows yield to time; his 
never will : body and mind they have destroyed 
him wholly. 

Lod. Yes ; sorrow is slow poison ; he sinks un- 
der it. It grieves my heart to see him pine away 
day after day, and take no nourishment. If we 
set meat bef()re him, he'll not touch it : the wild 
rbots of the forest are his food, and better beve- 
rage than the brook affords ne'er moistens his 
parch'd lip. The time has been, when I remem- 
ber him as fine a man as ever stepp'd the earth, 
— i" the handsome Torrendal — the gallant Cour- 
lander," so he was call'd. 

• Mat. He was, he was. I never shall forget 
the day he entered Mittau with the troops that 
serv'd in Poland — you was in his train — aye, that 
you was — and rode a stately charger, though now 
you are fain to hoof it to the copse on your bare 
brogues, and labour for your living. 

Lod. Well, we must take what providence 
decrees ; murmuring won't mend it. * Count Tor- 
rendal wats ?;nce a happy man ; we liv'd with him, 
and led a happy life; now he is miserable, and 
lives with us. — So the world goes-^ — and for my- 
self, I care not ; so let it go I I have nothing to 
complain of: I have my s^enses, and an honest 
wife; hehasthrownhis wits away upon a wantort. 

Mar. Aye, shame upon her! she is a wicked 
woman, that I will say— a base deceitfulwomah 
— is she not? when I refltjct how happily they 
liv'd together, how good^ how kind to her he ever 
was, I am astonislfd how she could be brought 
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to abandtm so ei^celtenta^busbatid^ and become 
mistress to the Duke of Coiirland. 

Lod. Wife, *tis a rule with me never to wonder 
at what a woman does. The Countess Torrendal 
kas only shewn the world she had more vanity 
tlKin virtue, and why ber husband should, from 
that discovery, lose his reason, puzzles my wits 
as much as it does his — but hark ! he^a at the 
door. \A knocking is heard. 

MuaiNSKi calls from xtithout. 

■ r 

Mur. Within there — cottagers ! 

Mar. That's not our master's voice. Do not 
go out unarm'd ; take your sword with you ! 

Lod. Pooh! what are you afraid of? Who's at 
the door ? 

Mur. [from without] A traveller, that has lost 
his way and is benighted. 

Lod. ^nterl 

[Opens the door and admits. M u hi n s k r . 

Mur. I thank you. Twas a kindly deed, when 
moon atid stars are wanting, to hang out that 
charitable light; it augurs well of your philan- 
thropy. 

Lod. It augurs only that the ni^ht is dark, and 
we've a friend abroad in this wild place, whom 
we are expecting. Did you meet any person 
hereabouts ? 

Mur. I met a man, who pointed out your cot- 
tage.. 

Mar. Where have you left him ? What have 
you done with him ? - 

Mur. Suspect me not, good dame. I am a 
gentleman, by name Murinski, in the especial 
service of the duke. 

Lod. Were you the duke himself, you should 
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hot stir out of these dooH^ till I dm satisfied my 
friend is safe. If, as you 4ky, he pointed out the 
cottage, why did he r\6t comfe with you ? 

Mur. He did, till some few paecs from yoilr 
door he struck int6 the wo(>d^nd'dis^ppear'd. I 
caird to him, but to confess the truth, his ges- 
ture was so wild, his voice so stern, and his tall 
figure, through the misty gloom, so strikingly 
terrific, I was not over-anxious to detain him, 
he bcino: arm'd withal, and I defenceless. 

Lod. You have seen enough to guess at bis 
misfortune: he is derang'd in mind. 

Mur. I did suspect it. Nothing could I wring 
from him by the way, but broken murmurs in a 
hollow voice, and sighs, between tljat seemM to 
rend his breast. His step was slow and solemn, 
ill adapted to my impatience, and I own my 
heart shook with alarm, when, stopping on the 
sudden, he seized my wrist, and in a tone, that 
seem'd more like the scream of pain than human 
speech, demanded — -"Waslmarried?'* — To which, 
when I gave answer I was not— " Tis well for 
** you," he cried, " that you are not, else had I 
•* beat your brains out with this club, in very 
" charity to save your wits." 

Lod. Aye, that's the pinch ; there is the point 
that wrings him — But hark ! he is coming. 

[Torrendal strikes the door with his club-stick. 
Pray you, stand aside; wait, till we see what 
humour he is in. Marian will speak to him — • 

[Marian opens the door, Torrendal enters. 

Mar. Oh welcorhe, welcome ! we have been 
looking for you this long long hour. Where, ia 
the name of wonder, have you been rambling at 
this time of night? 

Tor. Where the wolf rambles— up and down 
the fores t. 
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JSigHikiWy d»^^i I wjaik nat in thfcJiMi, 
Fpr .fe V (*iy ^hidOw^ faAliog on the bb$0(n 
Of ^Qtih^ J^tthf should turn her milk to.galL 
The tears I shed are cstnkei'ous as the drops i 
Of f»ia distiUing from .that .f>ois'noa8 tree, 
Beneajth whot»e shade no vegetation lives. ! 

^cre^t i^dy, put my staff into its. place— 
I met a traveller — Hahl ^tJ^eFe he is-r- 
How fare yoii, sir? you jonrney in the dark«: 
It is surprising^ witn how little light . ; 

Some men will find their way through this blinds 
world. 

Mur. What do I see? CanTorrendal be living? 
That voice, that air, that form — and yet how 
chang'd I 

Tor. Heaven keep your wits ! what is that dis<- 
turbsyou? ^ 

Do you see aught in me to move your wonder ? 

Ji^ur. Much to engage nry pity. 

Tor. Why, what ails me? 
My wounds are out of sight. If I'd as many 
As there are stars, so they were in my fleshy 
I would not wince ; but stab me in my spirit, 
Who can heal me ? What say'st thou, Loaowick?. 
Thou art a wood-cutter, the foe of nature. 
It is thy trade to murder vegetation ; 
Pidst ever know the tree that fail'd to die. 
When thy sharp axe had cut it to the heart? 
. liOd, Come, sir, we'll call to mind the good 
old maxim — " Repeat no grievances'* — 

Tor. Right ! you are right ; we'll hold to that 
good maxim, 
And make our griefs our sport : I'll be as merry 
As misery can make me. Tales of woe. 
That wring the whimpering tear from reason's 

eye, 
Madness shall laugh at. I'm in cue for mirth* . 
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' Lod, T1ieiiha^pybeihehoarftetusit5«u|j»p^^^^^ 

Our farfe IS homely, but our welcome's hearty : ' 
Marian Has oaten cakes and roots on the fire; 
Shall we go set them out? 

Tor. By all means, Lody; set out what. yi>uhafve.* 
Nature i^ives largely; we can spare a part. 
And harkye, my good wench, this man is weary/ 
Spread him my bearskin for his bed to-night. 
I can read soldier in his face, and that's a billet^ 
For bed and board in every house he enters — 
Go; l^ave me with him ! 

Mar. I will, I will. Heaven comfort your kind 
hearts [Ex^nt Marian and Lodcfwkk. 

TORRENDAL, MuRINSKI. ' 

Tor. Ah, will that pray'r be beard? Now, sir, 
\ I know you. 
When I was Torrendal, and had a hearty 
I shar'd it with Murinski — 

MvT. Oh, my friend, 
If 1 have held that trust in happier days, 
'Tis now, when Torrendal has need of comfort, 
I would fain share his heart and its afflictions. 

Tor. No, no, forget me; I am gone to ruin; 
I am as one that's dead and out of memory, 
And when 1 throw these withered arms about you, 
I press you to a cold and lifeless corpse, 
That chills you with its touch. [Embraces hmu 

Mur. It warms, it cheers me. 
It gives a spring to all those tender cords, 
That early friendship twin'd about my h^rt. 

Tor. Do you still hold your station with tbe^ 
duke? 
" Mur. I do. 

Tor. Then wherefore ask to know my sorrows? 
They are before you— every hour in sight— 
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Each moment that you meet that shameless duke 
An4 my false wife must give them to your view. 
You best can witness how I lov'd Alicia, 
Ybu'then can best conjecture what I suffer. 

Mur. I hope you mean never to see her more. 

Tor. I see her every where, by night, by day,' 
Sleeping or waking, still her vision haunts me ; 
I saw her in the forest where you met me ; 
She was then with me, walking by my side: 
There is no place secure; darkness can't hide her, 
Nor solitude, nor silence can exclude her. 
, Mur. Do these good cottagers, with whom you 

harbour, 
Know you for Torrendal ? 
, Tor. They, and none else. 
I know there is a rumour of my death ; 
I humour that report. You must be secret — 

Mur. As your own' thoughts. 

Tor. What brings you to these parts ? 

Mur. I'm sorry you inquire, for I must tell you. 
The Duke of Courland meditates a visit 
To the old baron of Vizinga castle. 

Tor. We shall be neighbours — Comes my mi* 
sery with him ? 
Yes, yes, she comes ; I see her in his train : 
He travels in his proper state of splendour, 
With his full equipage of crimes about him. 
Now let Vanhoven conjure all his demons; 
And preternatural wonders aid the skill 
Of this far-fam'd magician. 

Mur. I have heard 
Moat wond'rous fables told of this impostor. 

Tor. It is an age of wonders, and Vanhoven 
The wonder of the age. If you've a friend 
In t'other world, whom you would wish to see, 
Vanhoven is your man to call him up. 
Though he were bedded in the Baltic wave, 
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And he shall dottie in person, or by ptoxy^: i 
No matter which — There is a curious fellow^ 
Adam by name, an imp of the old \rizzarci, 
Who shall act Gcesar's ghost so like to Caesar, 
That Brutus, were he living, should not know him 
From the true ghost, that met him at Philippi. 

Mur. How far from hence does this Vanhov^ea 
dwell? 

Tot. Scarce three bow-shots from hence his* 
castle lies, 
A mouldering monument of ancient days, 
fiuried in swamps, through which no trodden path. 
No smoking chimney lures the traveller; 
liis hall ne'er echoes with the festive song, 
But from the hoi low tower the night bird screams. 
And croaking ravens chorus to the yell 
Of the starv'd watch«dog howling to the moon : 
There, in his moated fortress deep entreaoh'd, 
In feudal state the musing baron sits, 
Whilst his torn banners, hanging by the wall^ 
Recall, in retrospection, times foregone- 
Pondering his spells, he sits; at dead of night 
The neighboring peasant hears, or thinks he hearsj 
Deep sighs and dismal groans of troubled ghosts 
Torn from their peaceful graves — Such is Van* 

hoven, 
Fit host, I ween, for his unholy guests. 

\Adam walks in oloked, and carrying a lantern^ 
which he deliberately estinguisheSy and puts by. 

Mur. Soft, who comes here? what solemn 
thing is this, 
That stalks in as by right, and gives no warning? 

Tor. This is the fellow that 1 told you o^ 
Death's major-domo, he that keeps the key 
Qf all the cells, chamels, and catacombs 
Where ghosts are quartered — How now, master 
Adaml 
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What business brings yoa here, and why that 
lantern ? 
Adam. My business is with Lodowick the 
woodman; 
And for the lantern, T must needs want light. 
When neither moon nor stars are in the skicsr 
Tor. Can phosphorus want light? Let the stars 
go to bed ; 
Let the good housewife Night put out her candles^ 
You, and the self-ilIuminated,owI, 
May travel without lanterns — Hoa ! within there—* 

[Calk for Lodowick. 

Mur. I understand, grave sir, that you belong 

To the great sage, whose fame the world resounds 

with. 
Baron Vanhoven — 

Adam. I'm his servant, sir. 
Mur. The wisdom that you carry in your looks, 
Shews you a servant worthy such a masten 
Adam. Sir, Tm not wise, not positively wise* 
Tor. No, but he follows wisdom at the heels, 
As a cur does a beggar ; 

With the next turn he'll catch her by the skirts— 
This mummery disgusts me-— Let us leave him — 
Here, Lodowick, where are you? — You are 
wanted — 

[Exeunt Torrendal and Murinski. 

[As Torrendal and Murinski are goin^ out^ they 

meet Lodowick^ who comes from the tnmerroom. 

Lodowick, Auk^. * 

Lod. Ah, master Adam, what is your g6od 

pleasure? 
Adam. Hear me, thou vassal of the great Van- 
hoven ! 
The Duke of Courland and his peerless mistr^s 
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are coming to ViziDga. You must up, and driv6 
the fqrest by the peep of day. 

Loth Why must I drive the forest ? 

Adam. To kill him venison for his princely 
guest. 

Lod. I'll kill him a wild boar; methinks^ friend 
Adam, the flesh of swine will better suit his 
highness, and breed a 'chyle more generous and 
congenial than flesh of timorous deer — What 
have those peaceful creatures done, that I should 
kill them ? 

Adam. What have they done, that you should 
let them live ? ^ 

Lod. They are my friends ; they visit me at 
my work, and when the echo of my hatchet lures 
their harmless curiosity, they come and stand, 
and gaze with such a listening look, that I can 
fancy myself another Orpheus^ and my rude tool 
a lyre. 

Adam. Fancy yourself what you are, the vassal 
of the Lord Vanhoven, and let those friends of 
yours, that are so fond of music, dance into hfs 
kitchen, or, take tny word, friend Orpheus, he'll 
make you dance out of this house to the tune of 
an ejectment. 

Lod. I hope he'll not do it ; my father, and my 
father's father have held it for a pretty many 
years. 

Adam. If you had held it from the days of 
Noah, you will be ousted, so I tell you, friend, 
unless you slir. betimes, and bring us something 
to set the spits a turning. Lay down your hat* 
chet, and take up your gun; that's music' we 
have some ear for. What, what ! princes must 
fare like princes ; courtiers palates must be tick- 
led with savoury sauces, and favourite ladies 
must have favourite bits— partridge or quail, or 
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a nice thrush iiv vine-leav€S must be scrV*d up to 
the all-powerful countess. 

Lod. To her! to Courland's mistress! Let her 
fast, and physic her hot blood with such poor 
fare as may beget repentance, aild atone to an 
unhappy husband, in whose heart her gross adul- 
teries have planted daggers. 

Adam. Wnat's that you talk of? Are you mad 
or drunk, or both at once, to give your tongue 
such license? Adulteress! she cannot be, for 
Torrendal is deacU 

Lod. Oh, is he so? It had escaped my memory. 

Adam. If you escape the gallows, I shall won- 
der. Why, you are worse than your mad guest 
himself. Tli stay no longer in your company; 
I have given you your orders ; so remember; I 
have done with you. 

Lod. Stop ! you have drawn mc unawares to 
say more than I ought in prudence to have said. 
If you are dispos'd to take advantage of it, I am 
at your mercy ; you may cite me before the 
baron, and he may cite me before the duke, and 
there will be an end ; your spite can go no fur- 
ther: the worst that can befall me, will be to 
suffer for my affection to a noble master, for 
such was the Count Torrendal to me. 

Adam. Well, well I that's some excuse : you 
lov'd your master, and resent his wrongs. I shan't 
betray you ; but take better heed how you make 
other people's cause j'our own. And now I've 
often thought to ask you, Lodowick, who is 
this strange mysterious man, who has liv'd with 
you for months, and no one knows by his true 
uame? 

Lod. Who is he ? 

Adam. Aye, who is he, and how do you con- 
trive to keep an idler at your cost, who strolls 
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about) ami never, as I am jtold, faa3 turn'd hif 
hand to any useful labour ? 

Lod. He was not bred to labour, and^ had he 
been, he is too ill to work. 

Adam. Then why do you maintain him ? 

Xo</. Because when I was poor, and he had 
plenty, I was maintain'd by him. As for who he 
IS, and what he is, you will excuse me : he is an 
innocent man, and an injur'd man. 

Adam. A crazy one, I believe. 

Lod. The greater his misfqrtune; he thinks 
much, and is at times derang'd ; but he is now 
calmer, and more composed than I have known 
him for months foregone. 

Adam. Well, I'll not trouble you with more 
questions — Give me your hand !— You have said 
enough. Good night ! remember me to Marian. 

Lod. Thank you, friend Adam! I'll b? with 
you early, and bring you something, if my gun 
don't fail me. 

Adam. Do so ; it will be welcome, for we are 
unprovided : between you and me, honest Lodo- 
wick, in our castle the larder is the emptiest 
room in the house, and the kitchen is the cooU 
est ; the very rats are upon short allowance. 
Therefore bring something with you by all means 
— Come, you shall light my lantern atyour candle, 
and then once more~Good night, [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

Scene^ an 4partnuint in the Castle ofVizinga : ihc 
Stjfle that of ancient Architecture. 

Baron Vanhoven' and Baroness^ 

Van. Here, madam, read this letter from the 
duke; read it, and see what honours be intend^ 

OS* r 

Bar. Excuse me: I am not gratified by hi$ 
flattery ; if you are, read it yourself. 

Ftfw. Well, so I will; but why do you pro- 
nounce it to be flattery ? Does not philosophy 
merit respect? 

Bar. Ah, my good baron, your philosophy is 
something so mysterious and .so dark, that my 
common sense can't comprehend it— ^but read 
your letter, if you please — I'll hear it. 

Van. Do so ! attend ! 'Tis written all through 
with his highness's own hand-^ \Rtadi. 

To the B^aron Vanhoven. 

[Secret and confidential.] 
V Learned Sir! 

** I am on my way to visit you, drawn by the 
" report of your miraculous performances, to the 
" castle of Vizinga, as suitors were of old to the 
" Oracle of Delphi. I bring with me a fair clieat 
" to your shrine, the relict of the deceased Count 
" Torrendal. She has scruples of nmch moment 

to refer to you, the which if you can resolve to 
'^ her satisfaction and repose, you will establish 
*^ the fame of your philosophy in its fullest lustre. 
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" and shew yourself to be that illuminated sage^ 
" which some want faith to believe you are, but 
" which I am willing to hope you will approve 
'* yourself to be. 

** Yours, in all worthy service, 

** COU ELAND."* 

Well, baroness, what have you to say to this? 

Bar. Nothing, for I can discover nothing in 
that letter, but danger to you, and disappoint- 
ment to the writer of it. • 

Van. What danger do you apprehend to mc? 
£x plain yourself! 

liar. 1 don't wish to explain myself; perhaps 
I cannot, at least to your satisfaction I am sure I 
cannot. There is so much credulity in mankind 
now towards things incredible, and so little faith 
in things worthy to be credited, that it is very 
possible they may expect of you something that 
you cannot perform, and ought not if you could. 

Fan. What do you suppose it is they may exr 
pect of me? 

Bar> Tis hard to say what an imperious liber- 
tine, and an ambitious woman, may expect : one 
thing you are warnM of— the lady has doubts; 
and well she may : conduct, like her's, will na- 
turally entail some scruples on the conscience ; 
these you are to have the honour of appeasing : I 
know not what resources you may have in your 
philosophy; but, for my part, I can't conceive 
M'hat honour it will gain by finding salvos for 
adultery. 

Van. What do you know of my philosophy? 

Bar. But little, yet too much : this, however, 
I know, (and you who are a husband won't dis- 
pute it) — wives should be honest. 

Fan. Yes, and thpse wives, whom nature stints 
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in beauty, are honest by their fate. ^The Coun- 
tess Torrendal can plead temptations, that fev, 
if any, who arraign her conduct, would have 
withstood. 

Bar. Temptations ! What should tempt her to 
abuse so excellent a husband ? All the world 
pities him, and condemns her. 

Van. What does she care about the world's 
opinion, and how is he the better for its pity ? 
The gentleman is dead. 

Bar. I understand that is not quite so certain; 
this may be amougst the lady's scruples, that 
she may think your art can ascertain. 

Van. Well, madam, if she does, I am prepared. 

Bar. Ah, baron, baron, 'tis a fatal omen for 
the world's peace, when men take up such arro*- 
gant opinions; and think themselves illuminated 
beings, when they have shut their eyes against 
that light, which heaven, in mercy, had reveal'd 
to save them. But I have done ; thank heaven, 
my humble task is simply to prepare you food 
and lodging foryourexpected guests — the sooner 
that task is discharg'd, the better — so farewell. 

{Exit. 

Van. Well! Socratei^ was married, so am I. 
She has guess'd right, however, at the motives 
of Courland's visit; I shall be requir'd to raise 
the ghost of Torrendal— 

Adam appears. 

Van. Adam, come in! I have something to 
impart to you. Shut the door ! — Adam, I have 
reason to suspect this visit of the Duke of Cour- 
land's, will call upon us to exert our art ; if so, 
I would wish to set our mystery off in its best 
form. 

VOL. !• Y 
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AdMfH. Well^ $ir, wte h^t, got a l^aw 4pp«k- 
xatus. , , 

/%». For commoa puvpo^es we^ atjel prpMide^, 
but not for all — Suppose I should be pUt tOi.ritf^ie 
a certain ghost**^ 

Adam. We have shadows for thQ purpose. 

Fa;i. But shadows should he UKe theif 4¥ibr 
stances. The. death of ToTFendal is yet in do^ht 
'^^What if the duke commaiid me to exhibit hU 
apparition? I don*t knoMT his person; who will 
describe him to me ? 

AdjELtn. Lodowick, your vaswl; the wood-cutr 
ter, that livea here in your forest ; he was ^r- 
vant to the count for years. 

Van. Find out tliatXodowick immediately^ and 
send htm to me. 

Adam. So please yioui sir^ he i& gone out to 
ishoot game for the castle-^hut his friend is here; 
the guest he harbours^ in hia house is walking 
now hard by— 

Van. Well,, if he is, what knows he of the 
matter? > 

Adam. Tis hard toisayi most venejrable sir, 
what he does not know. 

Van. Indeed! Tm told be is unsound of mind. 

Adam. He may be so at times, or he may. seem 
so to those who caAdot Hghtly comprehend him. 

Van. That's true, that's true. Gemim appears 
like madness to the vulgar. You have rais'd my 
curiosity to see him ^- Adam admit him instantly. 

\Exit Adam. 
' VanhoV^n n/ow. 

■ ■ ' . • . ... * 

Hew many' a. man, in this misjudging world, 
By loftjness of thought, or depth of atudy . ; 
in sciences abstruse, appears insan^ , 
Wild, and eccentric to the level eye 

.1 



Of comni9!B pli^QFitr^jUan! Q^Q^^eisje ^ 
This man, perchanc^^^^y li)e-«-t}ah! heAPP^^^rs— * 
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Aly 'Servant tells mie you atteacl t^ s§c me-?-../ 

. Tor.. I oovet^hat high hp^cMMf-TrWho dpg^ pot, 
Tbftt has respect fw science ? , . .;; 

Pbn. Vm told yo^ ^>v:^U 
With ilip4o wick,; wjy yias^^al — 
. Ton S^if pt haro*. 

Under your $agje)prQti9QtiQn I jam harbour'dy. /, 
By your poor, va^al in his humble^ pottage* 
I have known better days-^bitrt they ^re past. 
Fath Y(>ur phrase jbe^j^ieak^ ypu of no ^v^ulgar 

breeding, : . 

And what I had in niii(9d to a^k of bpm, 
You can perhaps r^olye-r-It has bciea told me, 
;Thi8 X^o,|iiric|:, \yi$b.>Fl)Qn[i y^WLrSpjourn, liv-d 
And serv'd in Poland with iCoqin(t ToiFre^dal — 
Knowywif^ij^-be s^? 1 c -; i i 

Tor. Sir, so it j/S. ) ■ . '. r 

Fan. Jk wever s^yr Ith^ pier^pn' 9ftif^ OPunt i 
H^ rCQuldl cji^scril^; hi<«i tP me, ; : i / 

Fisr/}. But can you say ^for thi^t Jr<K)[¥>l*:t8 qie 

If Lodowick iWBt^.with him wM^hP'A^^,^ 
7br-fJ>iedl-— ' .-rj.-' : '; ^ •;« ^ 

Fan, What aj^^ips -ypii r Tprrendal,ds de^df-e 
Know yo4;i not th^it ? 

Tor. Yes — Torrendal is dead — 
His nobler part i$ peri^h'd — He is dead. 
. Van. You knew bim, I should guess — ' 

Tor. I knew himpnce-r- 
No' one could know him now-^-He's greatjly 
; eban^'d— 

Y2 
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Van. All men are chang'd by death. 

Tor. And some by sorrow. 
Death cannot quench the soul as misery can ; 
The worm preys only upoii carcases : 
Misery can make the living man a corpse, 
And render frightful the fairest work of heav*n. 

Van. Do you now speak of Torrendal as living? 

Tor. No, no, I told you Torrendal is dead. 
Who ever lov'd as he did, and outliv'd 
The loss of what he lov'd ? Is there in man 
That heart, which injuries deep as he has suffered. 
And fell ingratitude cannot destroy? 

Van. You're speaking of his wife — 

Tor. Aye, of his wife — 

Van. Of her, who now is Courland*s reigning 
mistress — 

Tor. Of her-^-of her— of her. 

Van. You are much mov'd. 

Tor. Not much— not much. Dark deeds will 
come to light. 
For sure I am, lord baron, there is kept . 
A register of every secret crime ; 
That whatsoever we have lost on earth, 
By man's injustice, shall be found in he^v'n; 
The injured husband's soul shk!) rest in peace. 
But for this woman-^ - 

Van. You seem to know the tale '' 
So variously related ; some acquit, 
And not a few condemn her. She is coming 
Here to Vizlnga: 'tis k princely visit, 
Unsought and unexpected, for I give 
My thoughts to study. 

Tor. Yes, and wonderous things 
Are bruited of your studies : it is said 
That you unlock the graves, and, by your spells, 
Call up the spirits of departed men. 
Though buried fathoms deep at the sea-bottom. 
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This is most wonderful — But, mightjf sccr. 
Are there no spirits^ who resist your spells?^ 

Fan. The spirits of the dead, as of the living, 
Are various in their kinds ; some will oppose 
And mutiny against the potent spell. 
That in the end constrains them to appear. 
Tor. Of what degree are these ? 
Van. ril tell thou that — When injuries have 
heen done 
To the deceased, and I call up their spirits 
In presence of the persons who have wrong'd 

them. 
So strong must be the charm, that shall enforce 
The angry and reluctant ghost to rise, 
And, when he comes, 'tis with threatening face. 
And yeli so hideous, as must needs appall 
The stoutest heart with terror and amaze — 
For instance — in the dreadful case of murder, 
The scene is more than nature can abide. 

Tor. I can believe it : let me then suppose 
An injur'd husband rising from the grave 
Upon the call of his adulterous wife — 

Fan. The adulterous wife might die upon the 

spot. 
Tor. She might — but would she ? No, they do 
not die 
Of such slight cause; their consciences are seared, 
And 'tis not sounds or shadows can affright them. 
They only tremble at the living husband, 
The dead is out of thought. If your frail guest 
Would see the shadow of her injurM lord. 
You need not tax your art to raise his ghost, 
Any stale mummery will pass on her, 
Who only wants to sanction her offence. 
And hold a show of conscience to the world. 
Fan. Who you may be,' I know not ; your dis- 
course 



Betoken* oMicirvatio^ wsAii jviAgmeM 
That, tittle dttzleli by e>*iteri<* seeming, 
Looks dc^ep ii^to the h«aft-^l now insist Ifeave you. 
To-niOf row I would fain rene^ our talk, 
So each to other shall be btittcr known. 

Tor. I'm;yours, at any hour. 

Van. I'm witli the sriin; 
His orient beams ne'er find these eyelikJe clos'd 
In dull ignoble sleep. With the firidt dawn 
I will expect' you at the castle gate ; 
l^hert shall be found, who will conduct you tO' mt. 
Till then, farewell ! — 

Jbr*^ I humbly take my lei ve; {Eirit. 

Van. Why do they say this man is cf afc'd ? Tis 
/• false; 
His reason is dis^turb'd, but not destroy 'd : 
As glass, when broken into fragments, seem^ 
Mote ^parkfrng than when perfe<it atid entire, 
So do his wits' bfeftk out in brighter gleams. 
Wandering atf4 wild, than when by judgment 
fixt. f {£:tiis 
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Scene changes to another Apartment in the Castle 
; . ; ofVmnga. 

Baroness ^A^uoYTJiSi and a Monk. 

Bar. Father, I want youf counsel how to act 
in a divided dutyj The Duke of Courland is ex- 
pected here, and briiigis hffs fatoorite mistress, 
Countess Torrendal. My honow^ and my cow<- 
science both revolt against the compatny of that 
bad woman^ My husband nrocks these scfupl^ 
and. requires md to entertain her— Mu^t i dbey 
him? 

Monk. No, you must not : I warn you to 
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beware : if he has made, as I suspect he has, an 
impious compact wit^ the evil spirits^ at his soul's 
peril, it cannot be for any worthy purpose that 
Gottrland bri ngs his gtiilty mistress hither; there- 
fore, daughter, separate yourself in time frotti 
their society, for, I predict^ their wiitchcrafts and 
adulteries will draw sv^mejust and dreadful judg* 
TMiit down ere they departs 

Bar.. I fearfully expect it. Thanks, good 
father! ]g«iT« me your prayei^ and take me to 
ytaur pfcacc. Let us withdraw: Xv<e fall on evil 
times. [Eseunt. 

Adam enters^ 

. . . ■ . t 

Adam. The bardn in his conjuring room, the 
baroness with her confessor, the Duke of Cour- 
land at the door, and nobody to rieceive hxin but 
I, Adam, and only I^— Well, here he come*-^a 
prince is but a man. 

Dukt of CotikLAND, CoUfttiss ToitkENDAt, 

Attintiants. • 

Dukt. At length We have conbuer*d all our dif- 
ficulties, and with much toil and labour, through 
Vays so wild ahd rilgged, as would haVe baffled 
tt&vellef s less zealous, reached the mansion of the 
dinniscient sage^-but where *s out host to give us 
Welcome r Does the baron know of our arrival? 

Adam. Most gracious pHhce, I have sent to 
give him notice. The baron occupies a distant 
quarter, and had withdrawn to study. 

Duke. We can excuse him, sir; he is a philo- 
iophfet and hot a courtier— but look ! he comes— 
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Vanhoven enters and makes a profound refoerdtct. 

Baron Vanhoveny we are come thus far to lay a 
trouble on you; but as the feast we look for 
don't consist in table dainties, we have so cqn- 
triv'd to take you by surprise, that we may levy 
simply a soldier's ration on your castle, and no 
more. 

Van. Your highness does me infinite grace, 
and I pray you to accept the homage of a poor 
hermit, who has nought to offer but cordial weir 
come to his homely cell. 

Duke. In point of solitude, it may resemble 
what you are pleased to style it; but, when found, 
it is a stately castle. 

Van. 'Tis like its owner, old and out of fashion. 

Count. It is the seat of science, and so far it 
may be said to be out of fashion. 

buke. I ouce had wrote you letters, learned 
sir, inviting you to court; but, when I weigh'd 
the value of your time, I thought the sacrifice a 
public loss, and therefore came with this my fair 
companion, that I might have to say I had seen 
Vanhoven, the wonder of the age. 

Van, Your highness flatters your poor host too 
highly. Time, and a patient thougnt, will teach 
lis something; and sages, who by study have dis- 
cover'd the wond'rous powers and properties of 
nature, will do those things that make the vul- 
gar stare, and set them down for sorcerers and 
magicians. 

t)uke. This modest answer raises my high opi- 
nion of your great merits: I must now remind 
you, that all men, who possess superior talents, 
must pay a tax to curiosity, and you, of all men 
living in these times, stand at the highest rate 
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in that assessment Now, baron, you roust knpir 
that I have vested all such my right and title in 
this lady, whom I shall leave with you to statQ 
her claims, and that your conference may not be 
disturbed, be pleas'd to shew me where » I may 
withdraw. 

: Van. This door, sir, opens to a gallery — ^There's 
space at least, but little to an^use. Is it your 
pleasure to enter? — Your highness commands 
here : my duty is to obey. 

Duke. I leave my plecige with you. We shall 
soon meet again. [Exit with Attendants. 

Vanhoven, Countess Torrzwal. 

Van. Now, lady, speak your pleasure I We are 
private. 

Count. It may be so; but there is nothing 
here, 
That marks the sqhool^ of the philosopher ; 
No mystic books, no symbols of your art : 
This is a room of state ; it is not here 
That you perform those wonders, that excite . 
The world's amazement, and my anxious hopes. 
Where \% your place of study ? Shew me that 

Van. Instruction. is not limited to place: 
Plato could teach in groves, and Socrates 
Could moralize even in the public streets. 

Count. Bm Socrates bad private intimations 
From his familiar demon — So have you — 
Those awful visions, those mysterious meetings, 
There, there it is I am curious to be present. 

Vcm. That curiosity you mi^ht repent of. 

Count. I come to know my fate ; disclose that 
to me, 
And in whatever terrors you may clothe 
The revelation, I am arm'd to meet them. 



Vttk: Thfeft tell m% what it i^ that ymt trould 

Let' me have tUttr pef<^pt^n of your wbhes. 

Cbunt. 'Til said^ tb^t by^^yoar ft^Ua you oam 
cdl up 
The spirits of the dead from out their graves. 
And sinew them ili their proper form and feature 
To sfixch as you admit into yoUr circle-*-' 
I sbleWftly adjure you to declare 
If this, which I have heard) be true or false. 

Van. Excuse, me, lady ; tiies« are mysteries 
I itiay not speak of : you must wave thatquestion ; 
You may proceed to others: well assur'd 
That what I shall attetttptj I can perform. 

Count. Resolve me then if Torrendal be dead — 

Van. What proof do you require? 

Count. Ocular proof. 

Fim. You're a boW \Wmaii. Would you lee 
his ghost ? 

Count. Stop! give me time: filL liot your eyes 
upon me; 
You stagger my resOlVe. 

Van. What are these ddiibts ? You knotir that 
he is dead ; 
Why th^tt disturb his spirit? Let him «st- 

Count. If I had peace, his spitit should hiive 
rest, ) 

But I am racked With terror and dUspe^se. 
The man that brought itie tidings of his death, 
Might be impos'd tipon, might be ^uborti^di 
He did not se^ him dead ; no one is found 
To vouch thkt fact by evidence of sight. 

Van. But what is the report? Where did he die? 

Count. In Lithuania. 

Van. By what kind of death ; 
Natural, or violent ? 

Count. Tis said he «icken'd, 



And died by slow disease ; but from the hour 

In which he left me, by the duke's^ command, 

To serve in Poland, not a word e'er reach'd me 

By letter, or by messagey to relieve 

My anxioti^b^rtJ: twelTetedious months roM^doo, 

And all was silent, cruel, c6ld neglect ; 

Can you then wonder if I fly to you. 

Whose spell the tenants of the grave obey. 

To call that B^wful apparition forth,> 

And end at onde my life or my suspense ? 

Fam That spectre will be terrible to sight, 
The weakness of your sex may sink before it* 

Count. If you hefve look'd on spectres, and out- 
* livMit, 

Ev'n so may I ; therefore prepare your lipell, 
For I*m resolved. The peril of the act 
Be on my head ! 

Van. Then let me warn the duke, 
And I'holbtigef will oppdse your wish. 

Count. So let it be! Where shall we meet, 
and when ? 

Vini^:^ Wh^h darkness thickens, and the even- 
ing star 
Trims his pale lamp, will be the hour to meet : 
The place, my cell, beneath the western tower; 
There you must come in silence and alone. 
If come you will in spite of my protest ; 
And when the ghost of hi m, that was your husband. 
Torn from the bowels of a distant grave. 
In shadowy terror stalks around the circle. 
Where you stand trembling—^ 

Count. Break off your description ! 
Leave me to meditation — 

Van. Heaven^direct 
That meditation, and divert your thoughts 
From this ill-omen'd enterprise ! — Farewell ! 

[Esit. 



332 TORRENDAI^ 



Cotinfe^^ TORREK DAL. 

Why do I pause? There is no cure for conscience. 

Nothing to save my honour, and build up 

My fortune into greatness, hut this ghost : 

Let me be once assured that he is dead, 

And I am Courland's consort, not his mistress : 

Ambition thus in me becomes a virtue; 

And what have I to fear from him when dead. 

Whom living I ne*er wrong'd, but truly lov'd, 

Till absent he forgot me ? then, indeed, 

When I had lost his heart, I lost myself, 

And Courland triumphed — Now, if some should 

ask 
What kind of spirits are they, good or evil, 
Which minister their aid to this magician. 
Is that for me to answer ? No, for him. 
If, by his power, with these, to me unknown^ 
He can compel my husband's ghost to rise, 
How terrible soever, let him come, 
'Tis but his shade, and I will look upon himv 
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ACT III. 

LodffwicVs Cottage. 
ToRRENDAL n//fi2^— Marian in attendance. 

Mar. Good master, you have slept. 
Tor. I have, good mistress ; , 
The humming of your wheel luird me to sleep. 
Mar. Marry, my wheel has wrought a blessed 

work, 
HeavVs mercy heal you ! 

Tor. If I am not heal'd. 
It was at least a merciful delusion, 
That led me to believe it. I have dreamt, 
And in my vision a wing'd cherub came, 
Who on my throbbing temples laid his hand, 
Moist with celestial dew ; methought the touch 
Thriird every nerve, and to my brain so swift 
The magic virtue ran, that I was heard. 

Mar. Oh joyful hearing ! as the truth is in me, 
I have not seen your features so compos'd 
This many and manv a day. 

Tor. Be not deceiv'd ; 
This visitation is not for my cure, 
But my correction ; 'tis a quick 'ning call. 
Rousing my torpid faculties to action, 
With reason lent me for a time to guide them. 

Mar. What do you mean ? 

Tor. That I have now my senses 
But as a loan, which providence imparts ~ 
To arm me for the task I have in hand. 
. Mar. Ah, sir, sir, sir, do you relapse so soon? 
Have you forgot your dream? Your looks are 

chang'd ; 
They terrify me now. ' 



53* XQiiREH»At. 

Tor. Go, call your husband ; 
Tell him I'd speak with him. Kind, friendly 

creature, . j ; • 
I would not harm thee for the worth of worlds; 
But when the .tempest tears tJie forest up, 
The shatter'd oak may. fall, apd.in its wreck 
Whelm the poor lamb, that fled to it for shelter. 
Go, send your hu3,baq4 to ,n(ve. .[Exif J^jfrian. 

• * * . 



What ! shall adultery pass unreveng^'d ? 
Shall a man take my wjfe from m^.^ndvl^ve?, ^ 
I can bear poverty, an^d cfijid^, ,?pd^ ,hijnger,, ; { 
And be as patient as IioW^ j^, ,,, .1 

But, when a shameless villain ^^a^^s my .l)pf\c)pf, 
Then to be tame;, wh^t is jit bq^.f^ ;ibei; ,; -/; 
The crime we cjjy::^ not punisi^? < : ^ ui ;7 
I kxiow'there is p.|^w.f9r our redre^^, 
But when the iciilj^r^t lis above the ^aw,; ; \ . 
A man's own spiritTrauat be his avjsngerji . ,, . 
And hi3 own sworcl;l>ejpprae$ {tlji^ s.\jk^orf]i pf ji^ice. 

1 i . ' ' . ' I . ■ ■ ■ , • . .' . I i ; 

S . . '. /j I' (• V* . .'\ >\ 

Lod. Now, m^ gpX3p njiarSt?r,j what Ms,, p^^d 
with Marian i , • r: 

To ruffle and dis^rb you ? t*et oje hear it-n.. 
Nay, if yipu chafe your forehp^d, I.caia gi^f»,/ 
How it IS with you— tray ypu i^ow^ s^t down, 
And ril sit by you. . , ^ 

Tor. Lodowick ! [^. ith,^ sit. 

Lod. Say on, I'm alfl attention. ; , ' 

Tor. Tis not possible 
That I and Courland both sijrvJYe this n;ghjt : 
If I am lost, what will become of thee ? 

Lod. Think not of me. I have made vi^x^y vq^SiA. 
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Tin TbOw ftrt ^ hero, Lodpwi<?k; I feoour it-r- 

But Marian, youFppor Maria^n^-^Ab> that tQ^p^^?; 
That iftakfls you shakf your hqad-^thft^ sprrow 

sirvk4; i 
Peepiin your heart, and brings the waters uj? — 
I would weep too, but that my brain on fire 
Dries up the fountain that shPMld fee4 my eye% 
And I can't ahed oi>e t^ar — Still Fve a swl. 
That feelingly conceives all I should ^ay 
At our last parting, biit I canqot speak it-r- 
Here, take this c^k^t ! It will keep off want. 
Give it to Mariao, ^x\d whea night cqmes on, 
Fly, for your lives. 

Lod. No. 

7br. What nieans UQi? 

Lod. I never can, I n^ver will desert ypu : 
As for this casket» 
I'H place it, where I hop^ with heav'n's p^r^iis- 

aion, .. 

You mAy resort ;to findi it* 

Tor. You are, fl atrange. hieing -7/ 
/ JLodi I am aii honest oqe* 
Say only,.do.yQU mean the duke should die? 
• Tor. Wretch, mondteri murderer of my howin's 
peace: 1 [SUi^rtsup. 

Lod. Think no more of him — He will hunt to 
day;: 
I know: each: haunt and qpyjcat of the forgst-^ 

Tor. What do you mewi? you have pnce leut 
youi^ bo^m 
To the sw6rd's point foj- rae, but 'twas in. battle, 
Twas when I thought myself the happy husband 
Of a beloved wife, and I forgaive you ; 
But, now, when I am weary of the world, 

There> no red^n^ption left for q^e but deatht 
To undermine the virgin's chastity. 
The parent's peace^ the wife's fidelity, 
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The liusband^s honour, these are modern atts^ 
Events too trivial to create surprise^ 
And crimes too common to extort a blush — 
I am not made for such a world as this. 

Lod. Then seek a better, sir, and let me follow 
you, 
For now I am convinced there is no hope 
To turn your thoughts from vengeance to con* 
tempt. 

Tor. No, no, contempt can film a shallow wound; 
Deep ones will rankle where it cannot reach. 
You know in what obscurity I found 
This false unfaithful woman — ^a poor orphan, 
One, who with beauty to inflame desire. 
Had poverty to expose her to seduction ; 
I felt the passion, but disdain'd the crime. 
When I had put necessity aside, 
And she was free to choose, I made my suit ; ^ 
We married, and she knows not to this hour 
Whose hand it was that rescued her from want. 

Lod. That was indeed a gen'rous noble act. 

Tor. Three years she led a life without reproach; 
So fond was 1, my very soul was love : 
At length the war in Poland call'd me from her; 
The Duke of Courland, with dissembled friend- 
ship, 
Profess'd to pity me, and at our parting 
Begg'd I would trust my wife to his protection: 
His age, his statiop, his imposing gravity, 
Conspir'd to blind me — I bequeathed her to him, 
And mark what misery he has heap'd upon me ! 

Marian enters hastily. ' 

« 

Mar. Sir, sir, the baron — the great Lord Van- 
hoven — 
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. 7%e Baron enters. 

Tbr. Leave us i [Ejmmt Lodamick and Marian. 
You're welcome, sir, to this poor cottage- 
It is a wholesome practice, now and then, 
To cast a look on humble poverty. 
And see hour very little will suffice 
For simple nature, where contentment is. 
What is your pleasure ? . 

Pan. First, accept this purse — 

Tor. Excuse me, sir; money I never lov'd, ^ 
And since I have been taught to live without it. 
It would but trouble me. 

Van. Give me your hand ! 
You are no common peEson, I perceive: . v 
you should be one of us>— 

Tor. I shall be soon, when you and I are pent 
In the dark htouse together. 

Van. What d'ye mean ? 
J am not dying. 

Tor. No, nor yet far off: "^ 
As for myself, being a ghost already, 
You cannot keep me long out of my grave. 

Van. I understand you now, and you have 
struck 
Upon the very business brings me hither; 
The lady favourite will see her husband'^-* 

Tor. Well, let her seie himl 
Only let me be there, and she shall see bim« 

Van. What do you mean? Are you of the 
illumin'd ? 

Tor. Not I ; not I— Only let me be there^ 
I may help on the process. 

Van. How can that be. 
Seeing you know it not? 

Tor. Describe it to me ! 

VOL. I. Z 
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Van. Thea mark me — ^Wheu the chamber is 
, prepar'd/^ . > - . 

And all my magic apparatus fixt. 

And t withdraw, ^o pfa»JrM* , 

Torm^WMokndo^yoix'pmyiim^ 
And for what ^d yiKi ipf k^ ? ; : » i : > . ^ 

Fan. Be not cutioiIb. . .. .< ^ 

When inbiiitatioiidhavearbtisM the: sptritei 
Their coming is announced by viriGUs aoikilds )« 
The air is troub^d, and the chamber shakes c 
With hdrrid yells the evil demons coniie:; . 
Stife'gbod and fVfendly A^ith harmohSbns s^iimA^ 
And voices sweet as the jEolito lyr^^ 

Tor. There is variety in that at least 

Van. He&r me i for now the crisis isat hawd^ 
This is the shock — Cold^sweat bedels my -brovf. 
My • kneel bbaloe vrndei tne^ and all my Arame 
Is paralyzed with horriMr^ bats and bdil4 ' 

Cannot fence off* the efiergetio 6'}^irit% 
Full of the spell ; the chamber doors butt'M oped; 
And the ghost enters:— > 

Tor. That'WilU>eJaf>nicetiTig ^ , 
Of flMJh'aDd.apiriticiyrisoiistD^beiiold. < 
Whidre^ll tteis wene be abted ? i .^ v 

Van. In my cell, >:»< 

Under, the wJe^rern.turiteti .i/".\*ii i 

JbrnAtwhat hiodr? • i i i 

Van. An hour pistittiidTjightt 5 j . » 

JWfi Atoy l<«tl'l>b |iiie«em? ' '^ ^ 

^ iViim Qxti 5K^A beiwgactJttir : ' 

Tor. As ihe grave — nay morC-^ • 
For ,yi» <*iw: open gi-a>c!(s> bit not dn^ thoCtght, 
That's buried in this bo90m. 

Van. You may come ; 
But come alone — Be farthfijl| awd farewell! 

i {Eaie. 



\ 
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T-OJtBEMDAL. 

Ob thou, that in my vision I beheld, 
Ghenib divine, let ftill one healing drop 
Of that sweet balm, in which^hy wings are dipt. 
And touch these aching temples yet again 
With thy lethaan hand ; strengthen my heart 
For this expected meeting ; let not rage 
Posress trie wholly, keep altv« one spark 
jDf pity apd companion, to remind me 
That even madness should respect a wojmtin* 

An Apfirtmfnt mrfie Bflrw'^ Qa^tik* 

T . . , . . 

The evil that we feel, is but a feather, 
If weigjIhM agmmt the evil that we dread. 
Hiough His1>^oiid the €oiii)»as6 of my reaBon 
To'ctim^rehend ehe|><w^^ by Hrhich this sorcerer 
^eribvms the feftt^ that /are imported eif bim, ' 
Does that impeach his power? No, it does not: 
Ho^ many thousand wonders in cneatida 
Mod: tbf philMopby of reasotung man 1 
^at thi^ into the mimbcr, and it adds 
No more than one drop to the boundless ocean. 

JQ^i^ ^Ce pa LAW D en/rrj. 

Duke. Now, by my life, Alicia, it repents me 
That we catne hither >; three times since the 

morning 
Have I Mirpris'd you thus zkont^ witiidrawn 
From ^ur ^eciety and wrapt in thought. 

Z3 
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Where are those smiles, that dimpled on your 

cheeks? 
Those eyes, whence ambushed Cupids took their 

aim, ' 

And lam>ch*d their arrows at beholders heart3 ? 
^t us begone at once. , 
Cot^nt. Not for the world. 
Dukfi. Why ? what good purpose can our stay- 
effect? 
Why did we quit the pleasures of the court. 
To visit this old wiz^ard in his cell? 

Cqunt. Jbe ple^tsures of the court ! No, call 
them rather 
The dgonies, the torments — ^which to escape, 
Hither I come ; and, rather than remain 
In painful ignorance of wtiat I am. 
Urge on the revelation of my fate. 
With all its horrors— Is not this a cause ? 

Duke. You thought it such, and therefore I 
einbrac'd it; 
But first consider if you have need to fly 
To spells and charms, and next be well assur'd, 
£re you proceed to drag the shrouded corpse 
Out of his grave, that you have nerves to n^eet 

him. 
I should have thought, convinced that h« is dead. 
You might be well content to let him fsleep. 
Count. If he is dead, ,we cannot harm his 
spirit, I 

If he IS living, I shall sleep no more. 
Duke. Why should you doubt against the evi« 
dcnce 
Of living witnesses, who, from all quarters, 
Confirm the death jofTorrendal? Oh, why 
Ransack the graves, where dull oblivion sleeps, 
And fly to old Vanhoven and his magic, . 
Only lo puzzle that, which, needs no proof?. 
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/ . . '. 

Cofin/. Where are those witnesses, of whom you 
speak? 
I never saw them, ne^er qiiestion'd them. 
You tell me he is dead ; but conscience says , 
I should have paus'd upon that information. 

Duke. Did you not pause? Yes, tantalizing 
fair one, 
How many sighs it cost me to persuade 
And soften that hard heart, yourself can witness. 

Count. Alas,^ow cheaply can seductioti furnish 
Those feign'd unfeeling sighs, which only serve 
To flatter and betray ! Such were your sighs — 
But what are those heart-rending agonies 
Your victim suffers, what those sighs she vents 
For ruin'd honour and lost peace of mind ! 
Those, those are deep indeed. 

Duke. No more of this. 
Your conduct, my Alicia, needs no plea ; 
And, if it did, your husband's gross neglect, 
The solemn promise of my hand in marriage, 
And your unshaken patience till his ddath. 
Must silence all reproach. 

Count. Here then we quit 
This painful and un{)rofitable subject — 
And look ! Murinski comes to call you forth 
To your field sports — 

MuRiNS^i enters. 

Duke. I shall not hunt to-day. 
My spirits are opprest, I know not why. 
And at my heart I feel a sad foreboding. 
As if some dreadful thing wei^e^coming on. 

Count. If it will come, it will — What says Mu- 
rinski? 

Mur. I'm no diviner, madam. 

Count. No, nor yet 
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A lover of the chaae, else, I ahould , _, 
You'd recommend diversion of the spleen 
By cheering exerci$ei as nature's remedy. 

Mur. I am a soldier, and m j course of life 
Has never given me leisure to seek out 
Other pursuits, than were impos'd upon lue 
By duty and my calling. 

Count. I believe you, 
And say it to your face, 
You're a bad courtier. 

Duke. Then take him well to task, and teach 
him better — • 

I leave him in your bands — and so farewell ! 

lE^t Dukt. 

MuRiNSKi, Counters. 

Count. Murinski, there is something at your 
heart, 
That lies too deep for ray discovery. 
When I was simply a plain soldier's wife, 
\Ve were the best of friends, what is the reason, 
When I have now some power, and much good 

will 
To serve your fortune, you stand off at distance, 
And seem to slight my favour? 

Mur. You have said it : 
I am a sorry courtier.~ 

Count. Come, come, that general answer will 
not serv^ ; 
You must be more explicit. 

Mur. I shan't please you^ 

Count. You do not, when you practise these 
evasions. 
Tell me at once the cause of your raierye ! 

Mur. Then I must fairly owH myself unworthy 
Of your protection, for 'tis my iutsf9r.tuue 



To Ipvf^ ikfi mpmpmywi tewB»t tbf ft*c 

Of an unhappy frien^^ whpm you forget. 
Cmtt^* ^ I fprget ? !>[% frqm tjje gravt I call 

Hitjif r I qp|[nfH?bpiT0t la the ©8|te« of daail^ 
To him, whose powerful spell can bid thi^nfi open, 
AwJ J«l; thj^ ij^c^rcert^ted spirit fprtli, 
Behold I com.er-lf it is your misfortune 
To bear hini iii rem^wbrance, it is mine 
Not to fprg^t the agPOije^ I sufFer'd, 
When f^tM pFOof IJKtt I w^s quite forsaken 
Rent my distracted heart, and with despair, 
M ingliag revenge, cprnpell'd me to accept 
Those guilty hpnourt, which, whikt he survived,, 
f i^jtihjjeas although hjp va^, I still withstood. 

Mur. To proofs, if proofs you have, I must 
submit; i 

But to reports and tale^, by which too niany 
Contrive to damn the fame of absent men, 
I yield no credit— From his boyish days 
I knew your husband ; honour ruPd bis heart. 
And the whole tenor of his life was. truth. 

Count. Go pq, go pn ! fqr every word you utter 
Sinks deep intp ipy heart. I never knew him 
But as the Qpbleat, gentlest, best of men.: 
But from the day he left me, to the hour 
Which clos'd bis. life, np word of kind remera^^ 

brance. 
By letter or by ipessagCi ever reach'd me ; 
So ch^ng'd were his affections, he renounced me, 
Set me aside, revpk'd his nuptial oath, •' 

And c^ied the husband of another wife, 

Mur. Stop there ! If those who tell you of his 
marriage. 
Tell of his death, I hold them faUe in both. 
You should h^ve listened to those tales with 
ca^tioJil; 
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When you cati give tne proof of his dbceasci 
I have a certain record to produce, 
Which mi^ht, perhaps^ awaken some sensations 
More to his honour than to your repose 

Count. What record ? Let me know it, I con- 
jure you, 

Afwr. The nightbeforehewent tojoin the army, 
Hq put a sealed paper in my hand, 
Of which the substance was a free bequest 
Of his whole property, without conditions. 
To you and your disposal — pf this trust 
I am the keeper — Wealthy he was not, 
For ere he married you, he had bestow'd 
Half of his property upon an orphan. 

Count. What do I hear? I tremble whilst I ask 
Who was that orphan ? 

Mur. Need you to be told 
That orphan was yourself? 

Count. Oh, heaven and earth I 

Mur. He never told you this ?— 

Count. Oh, never, never. 

Mur. Of this truth, I stand 
The living witness, for my hand convey'd 
The secret bounty, and my heart alone 
Was privy tp the motive that inspired it: 
His generous mind disdained to court your praise^ 
Or bribe your gratitude, whilst he aspir'd 
To merit your free choice. 

Count. Oh why, just Heaven^ 
Did he conceal this from nie, why did you ? 
What guilt, what misery had I then escaped ! 

Mur. If I could have supposed he had con- 
cealed it, 
I had not nam'd it now. 

Count. Lost, lost for ever ! 
If any guardian spirit had but whisper'd 
This secret in my ear, I had been sav'd ; 
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If you^ if Torrendal had but re veal'd it, 
I should not be the guilty thing I am : 
That gratitude, whicb now hath been my ruin, 
Would then have been my rescue — Wretched 

Alicia! 
Deluded, credulous woman, I'm betrayed, 
Lur*d into ▼ice by what had been my virtue: 
That artful duke permitted me to thank him. 
To call him benefactor, friend, preserver, 
And in the grateful weakness cf my heart 
Precipitate myself into his snares — 
Deceived in this, I may be so in ail ; 
If more you know of my long-absent husband, ^ 
Living or dead, declare it ! 

Mur. I have done. 
What I have told incautiously escap'd me; 
When more you ask, I must decline to answer. 

{Exit. 

C0Unt€SS TORREKDAL. 

Rise then, O Torrendal, rise from the grave, 
And let this awful night decide my doom ! 
If with terrific mien and angry brow 
Threatening you come, the same mysterious power, 
That gives to incorporeal air a form, 
May also give a voice, and what the living 
Cannot, or will not tell, the dead may utter; 
Then with suspended breath, in mute attention, 
Lost to the sense of every other object, 
I'll stand and gaze, and listen to the tale. 
Till, when the sad recital you shall close. 
And vanish from my sight, my conscious heart 
Shall vent one dying groan, and burst asunder. 
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ACT ly. 

Lodowick's Cotmge. I^od^wiek m^er^ «wlfc hit 

Gun, mi ifimil^ Marine. 

Mar. So, master, wbfit })^v6 yqu b^en cooing 
with ypur gu^ at tW» l^tp honjr ? 

Zo^. Nothing, I siaaply qapry it for dief/eii^eb 

J/flfr. I sQ^pce l^QHove yptt. ?ttt it ftsjd^* b^wr 
cyfjf, anrt I'll tdK tq yop. 

Zorf. There — Now ybat lyquW yw? 

Mar. Count Torrendal is #ha| ^p in lli^ ^QlMm* 

i;^//, Well! wbfttof tba.t? 
• Mar. How quick you are. Don*t think to 
blind ine, LojlQwiek; I pn^ a^r* jhere is some 
project in your head, when you go out at this 
time of the eveoing, army with your g^o., You 
have not struck a ati^oka of work this whole 
day, but have be/en prowling up hXk^ dioyr^ the 
forest-T-I know you m«^iL What bavj^ yon beet 
about? 

Loi» Beating the ^vion^^ for gam^ 

Mar. Never tell mis; yo^iir dogs have b^iaii tii^ct 
V4»; I guefts what gaiiie it ia you hav« been heating 
for. Y ou never kept a secret foom me y ^^ aad^ 
as I hope, I never have hetcay'cL one. 

Lod. No, no, my honeal MariaOi were ail wivef 
faithful to their trn«t as you Ar9» I bad not now. 
gone arm'd, as you have «e^a me ; Ccxmit Toti- 
rendal had kept his senses, that fine mind, so 
fraught with genius, had not been overthrown. 
Can you suppose that Courland shall escape 
us? 
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Mar. Can; I auppoae that you will tura ais^i- 

ain? 

L^d. We kill things v^oomous, we cru^h the 
serpent^ the watchful shepherd destroys the wolf 
that ravages his fold^ aiid shall we spare trbjs 
wretch? N0| no, we will notr-^but look! qqr 
master comes — stand asid^i Mairi^ii 1 He ^^c^ms 
much disorder'd-^' 

• • T 

_ I 

ToRRE2ri>AL m ku proper drc^f q^ (ht Qmnt^ 

Tor. There, there it is f^gain ! a floating b^U 
Qf vaporous fire, that dances in the air, 
And now 'tis seen no more — 
£v*n so my senses come and go by fits ; 
Sometimes a lucid gleam of light revives mn^ 
And then it vanishes, and all is dark — 
Ob, my distracted brain ! It whirls, it wand€;i;s — 
Ah, Lody, art thou here ? I'm much disturb'd-r- 

Lod. If there be any thing. I can do for you, 
jSehold me ready with my WH tp s^ve yon^ 

Tor. The killing recollection of th^ cUy, 
When last I wore tlm dres^ w^s all tpp much :> 
It was the day I parted from Alicia. \ 

Methought I felt her banging oo my n^^ck 
In all the frenzy of dissembkd woe ; f , 

I looked to see, if her fals^ tear/s^ that stre^pn'd 
Upon my mantle^ had npt left behind 
Trackir ^f the scalding v^inom, that compoa'<i 

them: 
The faint remembrance of a certain |>Ledg<e» 
Bestowed at parting, struck upon my mind ; 
I search 'd^ aod found, appending tp my rob^ '^ 
Her miniature enam^ird to tl^e Ufe-^ 
Heav'ns ! what was then my agony ! my eye ' 
Glanc'd on her imagic, anfl my br^in ca^gjlM; ^ff. 
Frantic I rent the faithless bauble off, 
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And dashM it on the floor— Alas, alas I 

Time was I should have worshipped what I spurn'd* 

Mar. Ah, my good lord, indulge not these 
reflections ; 
They are the food, that melancholy feeds on, 
Till, surfeited with sorrow, the heart sickens. 
And the soul dies within us. 

Tor. How is this, Lodowick ? 
Did not I give you means for her escape ? 
Why have you been thus careless of her safety ? 
Send her away ! 

Lod. Marian, you miist withdraw— 

Mar. Now, in his utmost need, must I desert 
him? 

Lod. Only withdraw — 

Mar. Heav*n in its mercy save him'! 

[Exit Marian. 

Tor. The evening star is up, and night comes on. 
I must away — 

Lod. Whither, and what to do? 

Tor. I have ask'd my heart that question; I 
have sought 
Counsel of heav'n by pfayer — I have weigh'd 
Forbearance in one scale ; revenge in the other — 
Mercy with justice, and the upshot is, 
Justice prevails — Lo ! I am arm'd for vengeance ! 

Lod. A dagger ! put it up. No, no, my lord, 
WeMl use no daggers : I have speedier means^ 
He would not hunt to-day ; I know not why : 
Had he once stent without the castle gates, 
I*d mark'd him tor my own. 

Tor. You shall not do it : 
You have a virtuous wife, for whom to live ; 
IVe liv*d to see the wreck of every blessing, 
And having nothing left, can lose no more. 
Therefore no words — I go to meet the duke ; 
My honour is engaged to the magician ; 



\ 
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I've one ingredient more than he's aware of 
To mingle with his spell — a villain's blood — 
And dqubt me not, but I will make a ghost 
Ere he can raise one — Silence ! no opposing ; 
Else will the storm, now luU'd, burst out afresfai 
And tear my brain to atoms. 

Lod. I have done. 

Tor. TiswcU. 

Lad. Permit me only to attend you— 

7br. Can you be firm? Can you possess your 
spirit, 
Nor let the horrors of the scene appall you, 
Though incantations shake the solid earthy 
And ghosts were rent from out their yawning 

ffraves 
With yells, that, echoing through the charmed air^ 
Pluck the stars down upon you. 

Loii, Let them come !. 
Fools gaze at falling stars, and, as for ghosts. 
Can I be scar'd with shadows of the dead, 
Who fear no living man ? Ekmbt not of me; 
When you advance I will not lag behind. 

Tor. Then we're agreed. Now, vengeance, to 
thy work ! [Esieunu 



An Apartment in the Barents Castle, 
Vanhov£N, Baroness. 

Van. Now, madam, wherefore, and with wh(Mi^ 
have you been closeted this many an hour? 

Bar. My confessor has been with me. 

Van^ Oh, has he so? Women and monks keef) 
the world still in dotage. The time will be, whea 
our enlightened sect shall teach them better 
tilings. 
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Bur. H^ra^ea {n tte meroy k«^ tint tuda at 

Or take me fpokn tlie world before it oooiiii \ 
YoQf sect indeed 1 we do not need their help ^ 
Tb ^rrake tiuit i#brie ^rhicfa is too bad 4lftadif» 

Fa/i. Speak reverently of my fiect*<-^ot had 
best. ^ ' 

Bar. I know my peril, and I know their power; 
But> nottnttetain^iitf^ I am boid to teU you^ 
You wii4 nrf^eiit the busittets o< tkts itiji^lit/ 

Fa/i. Wliat know you of this night, or ony nigh t. 
Day, Jioo it, or mioote) thAt is yM~ to oome^ 
Blest or yubk^t t Can you expoiiMl the sif fu>t^ 
(pun yM iiiMi^ftit the hermetic code^ 
Cafct horoscopes, or read the stars— ^Aray ! 
ymi am aci Jidlb' woman t I pntdkt 
This night will be a^.ij>iqiocs to 'my iaaiMb. ! 
Go; leave the room. I hMt biMtte^^ith tey 

. ttbrvMit^ 

; > AoAMenMrv. 

■ * • 

J^xr. Iti^fatnated man! will notfciii^ wan you 
3W lUkfamy and ruin burst upoiii yo^i 
Then you will rue this folly, theu your spirit 
Will be as abject^ as 'tis now presumptuous. 

[Exit. 
Vanhoven, Adam. 

Van. Well, Adam, is the laboratory ready, and 
M thft iapparatiis 6«t in order ? 

Adam. AU rea^y, and in order, ]p4)tmit sage« 
When gho6ts ob^y you, how should I stand out ? 

ViafL This curi(Mis lady will not bt coatefit un- 
IM^ i^be isees the process. 

A4nm. She aiiail see it, and hear it t^. I hare 
pverhaul'd the machinery, and if it is your plea- 
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mkt 1)0 bt^motsotn^atiied iti your in^^bfttationl with 
groanings and noises under ground — 

Vak^ Surdlyjt te, wbt«i Was it not my pltea- 
sure? 

Adam. Oh^ then Fll do it to your heart'b con^ 
tent in thfc true i^tyle 6f the infernal spii^its ; I 
have allfo taiusic for the good ones : if fire land 
smoke are wialitedi I haVe rosin, sul^^hiir, And 
phosphbrus— iti short, the circle is chaik'd o^t^ 
tfalE^ biatok hangings are put up, the lamps lighted, 
the cauldron drugged, the green dragon displayed, 
and death drawn out of ht^ case^a ^autiful like- 
ness, and what I dare say the company will see 
with as fiibch satisfattion as th6y Wobld the ori- 
ginal itself. 

Vf6fi^. Ail tWs IS Vfery wfeU; but ^el back to ybur 
post as quickly as you can, for it is now the nour 
we should expect thte lady-^Away, aUt^ay ! Thfc 
^uke Mhi«rf is tn3rtit!g; [Exit Adam. 

\ • i . • . , , . - 

4 ' 

Duke. Vanhoven! ' ' 

Fan. Sit. 

Duke. t*i*^utltttihaspteTailM'; 
IVe yielded tny cbnseh't. Are you ptiepar'd 
To db Hie ftatftil thi^g «M she requires ? 

VdH. I titn T^ne^^r*d ; but lit it bt reme<nber*il 
I do n6t c6urt thie toffi 1 1, royal si r : 
I httSre y ou* ftighnfes^'s command to obey ber, 
. A'Ad if she will persist to urge the spell, 
The spectre of hct \iusband wiU appear, 

Duke. What shape will he assume ? 

V(ht. Sach as he \Va8, 
Such he will be. * 

Duke. I lenvy her rtot th« irftefvieW ; 
She 8 a bold w-oman, if sbt looses upon hiirt. 
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Van. Your highness then will not atttod the 

process — 
Duke. Not present^ but at hand* IVe plac'd a 
guard 
Within your call, ready for all occasions ; 
Give but the signal, I'll be instant with you. 
If, by your spell, you can return her to me, 
Ci'iivinc'd her husband Torrendal is dead, 
You'll do me noble service — so farewell ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene^ without the Castle. 

ToRRZVDAL follotved by hovovricK^ 

Tor. Why do you follow me? Go home, go 
home ! 
I cftnnot sutTer it. J charge you, leave me. 

Lod. Weil, if I must; I must — and yet *tis hardj 
Having kept pace so far, I must now stop 
Short of the end, and part perhaps far ever. 
Tor. Give me thy hand ! If, for the last time, 
now 
We part no more to meet in this bad world, 
Tis not for ever; where our finite ends 
Our infinite begins; there is to come 
That which shall never cease, that which no time, 
^Q thought of man can measiKe, or compute *. 
There we may meet again — Therefore farewell, 
Thou honest heart — Peace ! not a word — Tis past. 

[kvii. 
LoDowicK alone. 

Lod. Well, well, it must have way — I cannot 
help it. • 

I knew that when the fatal moment came 
That we piust part^ I could not stand the shock ; 
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My;h€art gave warning as wc walk*d together, " 

And many a tear of sorrow by the way 

Fell unperceiv'd, but not a word had I 

To give one thought expression; he too held 

Obstinate silence till we reach'd this spot. 

The period of his journey —perchance his life. 

Olfficer and Guard of Soldiers enter and seize him. 

Offi. Who arc you, friend, and what do you do 
here? 

L6d. Nothing. 

Offi. That answer won't suffice — Once more 
your name and business ? 

Lod. My name is Lodowick ; that is soon told ; 
my business, being none, I cannot telt it Now, 
who are you, that put these questions to me? 

Offi. We are the Duke of Courland's body- 
guard ; and you must go with us. 

Lod. Well; if I must, it will not be the first 
time I've marchM with soldiers. Shew me to the 
duke ! 

Offi. Search him first ; examiniC, if he has no 
secret weapons — His language is suspicious — 
And look ! I've found this dagger in his bosom* 

Lod. Well, it was in my bosom, and you found 
it ; where is the great discovery in that? 

Offi. Take him away, and hold him in safe 
keeping. [Exeunt. 



iScene, the westem^Tower of the Castle; Moonlight. 

» 

Vanhoyen enters alone. 

4 

Van. Oh, Rabbi Abraham, Geber, Flamel, Beh- 

men, 
VOL. I. A a 
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Ye magic knasters^ nov direct and giiid^ me I 
Weak minister were I, writbout your aid. 
Whence are these omens, that conspire to shake 

hoe? ' 
As I caine forth,. my wife, in wild amas^e, 
Seiaing my robei and dropping on her knee$, 
Conjur'd me to desist — I put her from me ; 
Whereat «he rose, and, with iii)>Iifted hands. 
Mad as the Pythian prophetess, exclaimed — 
'^Oo, desperate niatt,tnis nigh tyaur impious ergfes 
*' Shall draw a dreadful judgment on yourhouse^ 
*^ And bloody shall the consummation be"*— 
I heard, but staid not; when, upoft the instant, 
The night-bird scream'd amain, the watch-dog 

howrd, 
And utter'd fbftb a ydl, so like the waitings 
Of tortur'd spirits, »bat it chiird my blood. 

[Chck sttika me. 
Hark ! the clock warns me that m^ hour is cbme^^ 
Where is my proselyte P Where is the stranger. 
That ptx>mis*d to attend ?— Adam^ come fbith ! 

Adam comes Jbftk 

« 

Adam. Mai&ter, what would you ? From benteth 
the wings 
Of the all-potent dfagon I come forth 
'to know your pleasure— All things are prepared. 
Van. That's well, that's well. 
Adam. Yfiw tremble, mighty sir. 
Van. Do I ? The night-air qhills me through 
my mantle. 
And my flesh shivers — Let me have your arm — 
Now we will enter — Hark, I hear the steps 
Of one approaching — On, good Adam,, on ! 
ll'hey ehttt the T&wer^ and the Ugkts immediately 
appear in the windows of the Magic Chamber. 
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ToKVLZifiVAL enttrs alone. 

Tor. The wizzard is at work. His lamps are 
burning, 
And his chann'd cauldron, fed with sulphVous 

drugs, 
Makes foul the wholesome air, till the moon sickens 
With his accursed spell-r-Be firm, my heart ! 
For now, (if such permission be to man) 
The evil spirits muster at his call. 
And hell-engenderM thoughts are wafted round 
By the contagious blasting of their breath. 
I will no longer bide within their sphere, 
Lest my weak brain should suck the poison in, 
And, on the sight of my adulterous wife, 
Tempt me to draw this murderous dagger forth. 
And plunge it in her heart — Ob save me heaven ! 
In mercy save 1 — I turn to thy protection. [Exit. 

The CountesSy as she efiterSf sees and watches Tor- 

RENDAL. 

Count. That— that— Oh, that is he !— The moon- 
beam now 
Strikes on his passing figure — Tis no shadow— 
'Tis he— 'tis Torrenoal; it is my husband. 
His form, his air, his slow and stately $tep — 
Oh turn, and, if thou'rt living, speak to me ! 
If dea<], the dead have spoken— 

ToRREMDAL IS scen again. 

Hah ! he turns ; 
My voice has reached him — Whatsoe'er thou art, 
Spirit or substance, of the air or earth. 
Real or spell-created, yet thou wear*st 

A a 2 
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m- 

A form and feature awfully so like 

To wtiat I lov'd and lost, that I will kneel 

And worship thee in sorrow — 

[She kneels— Torrendal approache^^ 

Tor. Rise, Alicia ! 
Him, that you seek, you see — your living husband. 
The heart, your cruelty has rent, yet beats, 
And reason, which at times forsakes me, serves 
Now to demand, what tempted you to wrong me; 
Why, when your bosom seem'd the native soil 
Qf purity and truth, did you invite 
A devil to sow it with the rankest seeds 
Of treachVy and pollution ? 

Count. Strike, oh strike ! 
That guilty bosom now invites your sword. 

Tor. No, not for worlds — I've pledg*d myself 
to heaven. 
And, what I've sworn to guard, will not destroy*. 
Oh, faithless, cruel, and perfidious woman, 
What can you urge to palliate your offence ? 
I never gave you cause to treat me thus ; 
I never wrong*d you, my unbroken faith. 
Firm to this hour as truth itself, remains: 
In perfect love, through all vicissitudes 
Of good or adverse fortune, I preserved 
And treasured up your image in my heart; 
When in my tent, upon the eve ot battle, 
I sought my God iu prayV, for you, my soul, 
Its first, most fervent aspirations breath'd ; 
Nor in the fight, while death and slaughter rag'd^ 
Nctr after, when with shouts we rent the air 
For victory gain'd, did I forget Alicia. 

Count. Indeed ! Is't possible ? Have I beett 
dup'd 
By the vile arts of an insidious villain. 
And lur'd to my destruction? I was taught 
To think you false, nor, from the hour we parted, 
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To this sad moment, has a word e'er readh'd me. 
To tell me I was yet in your remembrance^. 

Tor. In camp, in city, station'd, or on march, 
I seiz'd on every opportunity 
To write, remonstrate, and bewail your silence. 
At length, to all hope lost, my senses wandVing, 
And my heart torn with anguish, I address'd 
A mournful letter, blotted with my tears. 
To that vile duke, imploring him to tell me 
What fatal chance — 

Count. Oh, infamy more base. 
Malice more black than ever yet was hatched 
In heart of demon ! he suppressed it all-^ 

Van HO V EN comes forth. 

Tor. How now \ Disturb us not — 

Van. Illustrious lady. 
The spell is cast. What stays you ? 

Tor. Hence ! be gone ! 
Your spells and serceries are not needed now. 

Van. Hah ! is it you ? — Behold, the duke ap- 
proaches — 
I must escape in time — {Exit hastily. 

The Duke enters. 

Duke. What do I see? May I believe my eyes? 
It is the very fornrof Torrendal— • 

Tor. Wretch, I am Torrendal. 

Duke. Where are my guards ? 

[The Guards enter^ the Duke shrinks hack. 

Tor. Detected, trembling dastard, reptile-like, 
Do you shrink back and crouch into your shelly 
When challeng'd forth to meet an equal foe ; 
One robbed of more than half his natural powers 
By wrongs, by miseries you have pil'd upon him ? 
What do you start from ? Are you valiant only 
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Against th« feeble sex ? Htve you no weapftna ' 
But slanders, perjuries, and lies to wound with? 
And are you Leagued only to do the work, 
And learn the cozening tricks of petty devils ? I 

Ddike. Can you heair this, and not avenge noe; 
soldiers? 

Thr. If you are soldiers, give a soldier passage; 
Open your files, or, single as I am^ \ 

I will assail him iu the midst of you. 
Nay then — defend yourself — 

[He rushes upon theGuardy and strikes at theDuke^ 
in which action he is disarmed by the Soldiers. 

Dt/^e. Stop, stop .his hand ! 

Tor. Ye are not soldiers, ye are slaves. 

Duke. Out with your swords! Put him to in- 
stant death ! 

Count. Oh, hold, hold, hold ! The sword that 
pierces him, 
Shall pass through me. 

Duke. Alicia, are you triad ? 
Would you protect a traitor, an assassin ? 

Count. He, an assassin ! No, *tis you, 'tis I— 
We are assassins — Look at him, Oh look ! 
How sunk his eyes, how ghastly wan his cheek ! 
Famine and sorrow have consum'd his heart. 
And turn'd his brain — that noble mind is lost; 
He's not bitnself ; how then can he be judg'd 
For actions not his own ? 

Duke. Lo, where his dagger, 
Aim'd at my heart, and, only turned aside 
By this good friend, has rent and gash'd my robe — 
Do you not see it ? 

Count. Yes, I see it clearly. 
He rent your garment, you have torn his heart. 

Duke. Take him away. Justice demands the 
traitor ; 
And he shall die the death. 
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Tor. Yes, you may now 
Enjoy the luxury of protracted vengeance, 
Load me with fetters, prison me in darkness. 
Arraign me as a trai^r and assassin, 
And, to complete the mockery of justice. 
Pass sen^^nc^. on ray life : whep you ye done this, 
You have done all— there closes my account — 
Thep bp prep[ar'diiadu)tQrQr» for ;hine own. 
J^p. i'jl hew no rawe. Away wi^h bin? ! he 

difla,! 
. Count* Stop ypt a moroeat— Grwt a mqment'* 

pause — 
Oh Torrendal, oh husband, t;urn not; frpm me ! 
H^ve pit;y for a ^infq), suffering creature. 
I do not dare to raise my eyes for hope. 
And ask forgiv^ii^s, but I'll humbly kne^I 
To beg you will not ^purw my wrqtch?4 corpse, 
when, Qu the bloody scaffold ^t your f^et. 
Writhing in a^onie^ of deatb I fall. 
And my soul sinks whilst yours a^CQud^ to b^av*!!. 

Tor. Live, and repent ! I do not fe^r to die, 
For when the world ha9 thrown afide all ord^r^ 
Heay'n Ip^t its worship^ guilt forgot its, shame. 
And man his n^tMre^ who would wi^h to liv^ ? 

[fie ii takm <(ff Ay *^^ Gmr4^ 

Count, I'll follow, him tp d^ath-^ 

Duke. Aw^y I yowVe maji. 

\The Count^ffijQH^^ Torrendak. the Duke fums 

away J and departs mth hii AttendmU an tl{e 

opposite side^ 
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ACT V. 
2)t/A:eo/*CouRLAND, Murinski. 

Duke. Murinski, you amaze me : it should seem 
As if you thought my life might be attempted^ 
And tne assassm pardon'd — Here ! behold. 
See wherehis poniard passed — Was not this stab 
Aim'd at the heart within ? 

Mur. So it appears. 

J92^/re/ Appears 1 it speaks, it marks the full 
intent 
Of a determined vengeful murderer ; 
And shall he live? Why do you purse your brow. 
And shake your head, as if in discontent 
At what my ^stice dooms ? Utter your thoughts ; 
Keep not this sulleu silence. 

Mur. I lament - 
That you should not conceive it for your honour 
To judge the miseries pf mankind with mercy, 
And take the plea of madness in excuse 
For what a madman does : there have been princes 
As sacred as yourself, who have endur'd 
The stab of phrenzy, and exacted nothing 
From justice, but security in future 
For others and themselves. 

Duke. You have said enough 
To raise my admiration of the virtues 
Both of the great example you refer to, 
And your own eloquence in the defence 
Of a convicted traitor. This might seem 
As if you lov'd the cause, which you espouse 
With so much warmth, but that 1 recollect 
You've been the bosom friend of Torrendal; 
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Therefore whilst prejudice inspires your plea, 
Justice will bar toy ears against the voice 
Of such an advocate. You have been heard ; 
Your sentiments are known— ^you may withdraw, 

[Exit Alurimki. 

Baroness Vanho ven enters^ followed by the Baron. 

Bar. Hear me, my gracious lord— » 

Duke. Ere I do that, > 

Say, ire you not the lady of that baron. 
Who stands abashed behind you? 

Bar. Sir, I am. 

Duke. You may proceed* 

Bar. If I forbore to pay 
My thankful duty when your highness deign'd 
To visit this lone mansion, 'twas because 
My heart presag'd, with horror, the disgrace * 
That would in time befal that impious sect, 
Of which my husband was, but is no longer, 
A much-deluded follower. My lord. 
His vanity misled him to affect 
Powers, which ho mortal, but by heav'n's appoint* 

merit, 
Yet ever did, or ever can possess. 

Duke. That he is innocent of all capacity 
To call up spirits and disturb the dead, 
I well beiiieve ; that he is quite as harmless 
In what regards the living, I must doubt, 
Till time discloses : all, that yet appears; 
Is, that his sovereign, underneath his roof. 
Has had his life attempted by a ruffian, 
Whom he employ 'd and train'd to play the ghost 
Jm his mock magic. 
' \^an. No, upon my life ; 
Heaven knows my heart, I harbour*d no offence 
Against your royal person, and the laws 
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Of sacred hospitalit j-**-Tfae man. 
Who noMT t^rns out to be Count Torrendal, 
Was^only kuowa tp m^ as a cra:i'd fellow. 
Who aojaurn'd with one Lodowicky a woodmaiv 

J}ukc. That Lodowick is seized. Bring him 
before us ! 

Van. I Aever knew Count Torr^ndal ]by person* 
This Lodowick, if he*ll speak, can witness for me^ 
And so can.Torreudali that I ain qIwx 
Of all collusion in this black affair* 

l^opQwici^ i> brought in. 

Duke. Now, fellow; you are sei;s'd as 9,n ac« 
complice ; 
Your intercwrse with Tor^endal i3 kno^n ; 
If you would gain your pardon, u)ake confession 
Of all you k^ow touching this trait'rous plot. 

Lo(i- I've been a soldiery air^ and s^rv'd your 
/ highness ; 

In many an action : it was once my fajtune> 
When Torrendal, my captain, was unhors'd, 
WpModedr ,a^d on the ground, to save his lifey 
And cover him in battle ; from that day 
He took me' to himself, made in^.his servant,, 
I had alrnosi; aaid his friend : after the war. 
Being dist^anded, and the count in Poland, 
Hither I Q^m% and having serv'd v^y cou,ntry 
With my best strength, deem*d it my second 

To give the fepinant to my aged parents: 
In tnis retreat my noble master sought mfs 
In his a0iiction^f your highness thinks' 
It was a crime in me to give him shelter, 
It is a crime of whicK I can't repent — 
As for the baron here, I do believe, 
Nay, I ^m sur^i he did npt know t^^ count 
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Huke^ Bmon aad lady, I have done with ypu, 
You may retire. [Ej^eunt Vanhoven and Baroness. 

IVc yet another qucrtion — 
Andoa:ycMir Gonscieisce answer ijEia tmthl . 
Do you conceive the countess was consentingy 
And party, in the attempt upon my life ! 

Lod. N09 on my souU I woulid she were as 
clear 
Of every other guilt. 

Duke. Wh}- did yon hide .\ . ^ 

That dagrger in your bosom ? 

Lod. To defend, - 

At my lifers peril, my distracted master. 

Duhe.^ You are a dangerouA maa. 

Jjod, I have. been, sir. 
When I have met your enemies in arms,, 
And in my course of duty am not clear 
Froip. shedding 4iuman blood; but never yet^ 
£v'n in the heat of battle, have I fail'd 
To spare the life of him, who ask'd it of me* 

Duke. You spoke iiut now of your distracted 
master- 
Why did you so ? Is Torrendal insane ? 

jLod. Oh yes, yes, yes. His mind is overthrown^ 

Duke. How ? by what means ? 

Lod. When you ask that of me, 
A plain blunt soldier, you must hear the truth 
Boldly averr'd — You and his guilty wife 
Have wreck 'd his senses, and destrov'd his peace. 

Duke. Hence from my sight! be gone; Til 
hear no more ! [Exit Lodowiek with guard. 
And sbe, Alicia — Now, be firm my heart ! 

Countess enters. 

Alicia, you have seen my life attempted, 
And, in the immediate terror of the moment, 



364 TORRENDAL. 

Have stood betwixt the assassin and my ven- 
geance ; 
It was a woman's fear, and I forgave it. 

Count. You're infinitely kind : I came to thank 
you. 

Duke. You answer calmly, and it much coo- 
tents me. ... 

Count. Oh, I am very calm. 

Duke. Then, with like calmness, 
I will proceed to reason on th' events 
Of this disast'rous night : Vanhoven's magic 
Is, as you see, a despicable cheat ; 
Yet has it serv'd to terminate those doubts 
That hung upon you, and obscur'd your hopes. 

Count. Yes, I can now unravel all the plan. 
Which, with unwearied pains^ you have pursued 
To make me what I am. I find him living. 
Who you persuaded me to think was dead ; 
I see that all his faithfulness, his truth. 
His untold bounties, shower'd in secret on me^ 
Have either been distorted into crimes, 
Or else assum'd as merits of your own ; 
And nothing now is wanting, but to take 
His forfeit life, and stamp a damning act, 
Deyils would start from, with the name of jus- 
tice. ' ' 

Duke. Why this is railing, madam^ and not 
reason : ^ 

You said you would be calm. 

Count. And I am calm. 

Duke. We have been friends — 

Count. Yes, yes, we have been friends, 
Close, conscious friends, that have conspired to* , 

gether, 
And know each other's hearts. I will not speak 
To you of mercy — You shall never name 
]|?eace, or a word of comfort more to me. 
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Duke. Why this despair? You still preserve 
your place 
In my affections^ and where love inhabits 
Why should you doubt if mercy may be found ? 
Count Where love inhabits? — Love! I thought 
that word 
Was sacred only to the hallow'd lips 
Of the chaste virgin and unblemisVd wife. 
There was a time I felt its influence here ; 
Oh ! that was happy ! 'twas my fostering angel. 
And underneath its win^s all, all was peace ; 
But it is gone ; a cruel ralcon came 
And drove my dove away — Tis gone for ever. 
[A Soldier enters^ speaks apart to the Duke^ whilst 
Alicia had withdrawn to the back part of the 
Stage. 
Duke. Say'st? Tis well — I'll see him once 
again — [Exit Guard, 

Now, my Alicia, now thy fortune hails thee 
Duchess of Courland — Torrendal is dying — 

Count. Dying! Eternal infamy light on thee ; 
And as thou'st shut out mercy from thy heart, 
Heav'n, from all mercy, shuts out thee. 

Torrendal is led in between two of the Guard. 

Hah ! 'tis my husband — Angels spread your wings 
To waft his spirit to those realms of glory, 
To which all earthly splendour, when compared, 
Is as a glow-worm to the mid-day sun. 

Tor. Peace, peace ! Be silent I you, my Lord 
of Courland, 
You, that delight in blopd, should entertain 
Assassins more expert ; the coward stabber. 
You sent to murder me, has only mangled. 

Duke. Whether he struck by my command, or 
not, 
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I am not Garcfol how the world may judge ; 
For, if he did, it is but blow for blow, 
And universal justice warrants that. 
Tar. Yes, for they tell me that my dagger's 
point. 

When leveU'd at your heart, has rent your robe : 

'Twas done in phrenzy, for the injury 

From you 1 had sustained ; yet I am glad 

My hands are clear from spilling blood so foul ; 

And though I have the melancholy plea 

Of a distracted brain for my acquittal, 

I leave it to the searcher of all hearts ; 

I urge it not on you. When every conscience 

Shall give its secrets up, there stands a witness, 

Who roust depose the truth. 

Count. Oh, hear me now, 
Whilst yet my senses hold, in pity hear me ; 
For I have sinn'd in error, and been plung'd 
In this foul ruin more by others craft 
Than my own nature : when I fell from virtue, 
'Twas not ambition, 'twas not vanity ; 
A thousand thousand tiroes un'mov'd I saw 
That base seducer kneeling at my feet ; 
My heart was still my husband's — Nay, when time 
Roird on in cold neglect, and not one line 
Of consolation ever reach 'd my hand. 

Tor. Dayafterday lurg'd my fond complaints — 
Sir, what became of these ? Oh, shame to honour! 

Cmnt. Blush, blush, if shame can reach you ! 
Even then 
Had any friend of honour interpos'd, 
I had not been the guilty thing I am : 
Then was the time Murinski should have urg'd 
The secret bounties, you had left untold. 
And he was privy to— Alas for me ! 
I never knew the wond'rous debt I ow'd you, 
Ob, fatal ignorance 1 I suffer'd him 
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To steal t1i09e praises, that were dwt to yoo^ 
And, cheated into gratitude, was lost. 
Tor. Enough ! — Oh, prince, are these the glo- 
riotis acts, 
Which heav'n requires of those whom it ap- 
points 
To be the friends and guardians of mankind ? 
Lookattkewreckoftfaatonce-beauteottscreature, 
How sad, how MMiiiy how cliaagM from what she 

was— 
Be it your boast to have betray'd the friend, 
That trusted to you his heart's dearest treasure^ 
Tis mine, that even now, whilst in my flesh 
I wear the stab you gav^ me, rack'd with pain. 
My senses wund'ring, and the ebbing stream 
Of my life-blood, cold, gathering at my heart, 
T vet survive to tell ihee to thy face—* 
Tnou art a villain — 

Duke. Viliaih f-^Stop his tongue ; 
Away with him to death ! He, that strikes short 
A second time, shall answer with his life. 
Be gone ; depart ; let none presume to speak. 

[Torrendal is taken off by the Soldiers. 

[The Countess remains. 
Duke. Why do you stay ? 
Count. Mercy! — 

Duke. 1*11 hear no more. [Exit hastily. 

Count. Nor shall you — Aid me now, vindictive 
justice ! 
And let this dagger plead, since mercy cannot. 

[She rushes out after him. 
[She returns holding the dagger. 
Tis done ! he reeUd, he fell without a groan; 
There, where he fell, he lies— Go, get thee hence. 
Thou bleeding witness of a fearful deed ! 

[Throws the dagger axoay. 
Oh, that I only could have kill'd his crimes, 



368 TORRENDAL. 

And spar'd him life to make his peace with heaven ! 
Hark, what is that? What noise? And here comes 

one, 
A holy man — Make haste^ make haste, good 

father ! 
There's one within, if his soul is not fled, 
Has need enough of prayers — Go in, go in ! 
[The Monkj who had entered during this speech^ 
goes into the Duke's Apartment. 



The Scene changes. 

* 

A gloomy Chamber or Prison^ belonging to the Castle^ 
Torrendai is discovered in the hands of the Soldiers. 

Tor. Why do you pause? Behold, I bare my 
bosom 
Already gash'd and bleeding : here beneath 
A heart yet beats, that panted once for glory, 
A soldier's heart — If thou hast been a soldier. 
Do thy work fitly, do it manfully ; 
Strike at my heart^ but strike me not in malice : 
I never did thee wrong — 

MuRiNSKi enters^ followed by Lodowick. 

Mur» Break up your guard ! 
Soldiers, your duke and sovereign is no more. 
I am your captain, and on me devolves 
To answer for your prisonei: — [Soldiers withdraw. 
Oh, my friend, 

Heard you the welcome tidings that I bring? 
Courland is dead — I come to set you free. 

Tor. Your rescue comes too late; death sets 
me free, 
Lo, where his shaft has enter'd I 
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Mur. No, my hero. 
You have ^tood many a ruder shock than this ; 
We'll heal this gash — this is a shallow woundi 

Tor. 'Tis deeper than you think for. Ah ! my 
friend, 
My honest Lody, hast thou found me out? 
Thy master's sorrows will be soon at rest. 

tiOd. Oh^ how this rends my heart 1 Come, let 
us bear you 
Into a fresher air — We may find help: 
Lean on my arm — 

Tor. It has sdready sav'd me; 
It can do so no more ; yet, as it was 
My first support, so shall it be my last. 

[Thejf lead Mm otU. 



Scene changes to a Chamber^ in which is a State- 
Bedf or Couch^ and overii a Canopy with a Cur'- 
tain drawn before it, concealing the Body of the 
Duke of Couriand 

TheCovjuTEas discowred. 

Count. Either it is tlie error of my senses^ 
And those, which I have look'd 00, are but 

shadows, , , ^ . . 

Or else som€ strange contagious horror strikes 
All that have life, and palsies every tpi^gue. 
They come, they pass, and, in their passing, snatch 
A fearful glance at the blood-sprinkled corpse 
Of their dead prince; but no one stops to ask 
Who did the murderous deed. I saw the monk 
Stand by the body, muttejripg to himself 
His solemn offices for the soul's peace : . 
He turn'd a look on me, and wav'd his head 
In silent reprobation, yet hQ spoke not : 

VOL. I. B b 
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Murinski followed — him no bormrs aw'ii; 
Eager he gaz'd iipoti the Rostrate cott>$e ; 
Then stoopia^ l^i^ ^^^ hand upon the heart. 
To be resolv'd if lif(g> la^t poise had stoj^t ;. 
Whereof assured, he beckoned to the guard 
To take the body up— thbo with the arr 
And speedy dtep of one, who seem'd inttot 
To spr^ad^dme happy tidingSy he dej^arted. 

Baronet Vamhotek and Monk enter. 

Bar. Where is the despemie mantac, tliat has 
mufder'd ; 

The Duke bf Courtaiid dhderneath my roof? 

Count. OU> then I find it was not all a vision. 
For here is one at last has found a voice. 
But hush ! be silent — Look, he comes, he comes ! 

\ • 

ToRRENDAL Ud in by Mubinski and LoDo^ibK. 

Oh, pity me, my husband, turn yonr k^es 
In pity on a poor distracted creature ! 
How now ! wnat ails him? Why d'ye bear him up ? 
Ah ! — he is dying. Look ! there's blood upon him ! 
But I have skin the \irblf that tote his flesh^ — 
Theref, thefe hb lies !— 

[She runs, draws the curtain rapid^ aside^ and 

disc&oers the body of the Duke taid out on the 

bed or couch. 
Dead, dfead— You feee him dead ; 
Touch him, he's cold— call him, he cannot heat-r-^ 
Accuse him, he can't answer— If you ask 
Who kiird him, it was I— 'twas I who did ii 
He had no mercy for my injur'd husband, 
I, I had none for bim — 

Tor. Peace! Hear me speak! 
Tis with- my dying voice I now appeal 
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To Heaven's blest mercy, not for thee alone, 
(Thy phrenzy ev*n an earthly judge would spare) 
But also for the soul of that sad wretch, 
With whose dead corpse I bury all resentment, 
And so may Heaven to me like pardon deal, 
As I to him ! 

Count. Oh, hast thou not a pardon 
Left to bestow on thy repentant wife ? 
That I may lay it to my sinking heart, 
And at my death's hour meditate upon it. 

Tor. Oh, that these drops, which fond remem* 
brance wrings 
From my now-closing eyes, had power to blanch 
Thy faded virtue, and restore it pure 
As from the Maker's hand ! Now, bear me up ! 
I yet would speak — Oh, ye frail, faithless wives. 
Let this sad story sink into your hearts, 
And leave an awful lesson to the world, 
What fools in nature, and what slaves to sin 
Those wretches are, who sacrifice their peace 
To a seducer, and then trust his honour 
To bear them up against the stings of conscience^ 
The scorn of viituCi and the wrath of heaven. 

[CurtainJalU^ 
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LOVERS RESOLUTIONS. 



Ne nunc qaidam, cum accursor nltro ? 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Earl of Burville. 

Lieut. General Highmore. 

Myor Man ford. 

Mapletoft. 

Tim Mapletoft, his nephew. 

Worthington, nephew to Mrs. Mapletoft 

David, an old servant to Manford. 

Ben^ servant to Mapletoft. 

Servant to Lord Burville. 

Lady Caroline Malcolm. 

Mrs. Mapletoft. 

Fanny Rivers. 

Mistress of the Lodging- house. 

SCENE, London. 
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ACT I. 

Scency a Chamber in a Lodging-house. 
Major Manford and David. 

Man. Methinks, David, considering this uni* 
form has seen some service, it looks tolerably 
fresh. 

Dav» I am not of that opinion, I don't think 
it worthy of your honour; for look, there's a 
patch in the skirt of it. 

Man. Aye, there was a reason for that. 

Dav. I know it. Twas a shot-hole; what of 
that ? Who wants to make a parade of it ? The 
botcher should have fine-drawn it. 

Man. He should. Your observation's right. 
Have you been to the agent ? 

Dav. Not I. Hadn't time to go. I've been 
•otherwise employed. 

Man. How have you been employ 'd ? 

Dav. Sitting for my picture. 

Man. Why you ridiculous old coxcomb 1 sit- 
;ting for your picture I — And my ingenious Miss 
Jias been exercising her art upon that old'^weai* 
ther-beaten, war-worn face — 

Dav. Even so, and very like it is. 

Man. So much the worse ; she's a monkey for 
her pains. 

Dav. That may be, but I know one who would 
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put a value upon that old weather-beaten face, if 
the oifner of it Mfef c ita hi^ grave. 

Man. Indeed f who may that be ? 

Daso. Yourself. I know that Majpf Manfprd's 
heart is kind to his old David, notwithstanding 
I am rough and crabbed. Tis my nature ; that's 
enough* By the way, your honour, this same 
Mapletoft, that lodges in the house with us, is 
but a queer old fellow as I take it. 

Mafk And ar^ you not a queer old fellow, as 
I take it ? therefore you are fit companions for 
each other. 

Dav. I don't think that. He has no talk in 
bitti ; not a word to say for himself in our way, 

Man. Hold your silly tongue, and don't talk 
about your betters^ The man is a very good man 
^^-See who is upon the stairs : I hear somebody 
coming. Lord burville 1 

ft'*- , 

JiMix^gM^Uihd^w^ and Lardli^ nvij^LE enters. 

Your most obedient servant, my Lord Burville. 
Tb what atti I iYidebted for this visit $ 

L.Bur. Allow me a few minutes of yqur pri- 
vacy, and IMl inform you. ' ' * 

Man. Leave the xoom—\E<nt D^d,'] Will your 
lordship be seated ? \The^sit. 

L. Bur. Major Manfpfdi I will not takt up 
youi^ time in recapitulating past events, equally 
knawu, and equally painful to us both. Two yeaili 
are now past sinqe my daughter Caroline's un«» 
happy marriage with Sir Richard Malcolm broke 
off all engagements between you and heir; you 
vent on distant service, whilst she retiiain'd the 
victim of his intolerable temper. At length shb 
fled to die'; tbey were separated, ahd ioau after 



tOVBRS WE30L17TIQN$. «» 

he eilded his miserable da^s. This erent t66k 
place about a year agO| and the notoriety of it 

proji^bly rcach'4 yo^* 

ii^tf^^ I certainiy did hear of it. 

L. Bur. I trust you also heard, that not the 
slightest imputation of misconduct attached to 
Lady Caroline^ jl^an/«rif botw9.\l now proceed 
to niy immediate business—^Your long and ho- 
nourable attachment to her is not forgotten; hitfr 
hearty stiU faithful to its first impressions^ reverts 
to you Vith superadded fondness. Ihave nov 
seen it^y error^ and anxious to atone for it, tender 
you my dajughter. 

j/an. There wa$ a time, my lord, when such 
an ojBTisr would have made me too happy for a 
mortal,' I must suppose there hardly li.V'd a man, 
who would not proudly, joyfully have embraced 
it. That time is past. I must decline it now. 

Ji.Bur, Decline itl Why, what motives can 
you have? 

^ Man. Oh \ fpr my motives — don't inquire of 
them^ 

JL. Buf*^ You are not married ?---»- 

Man. No. 

i. Bur. Nor otherwise attaeh'd~* 

Man. To my profession only. You ms^gd on 
and question me ; so long as what you ask suits 
me to ans.wet, I'll give you honest truths^ 
* i. Bur. You lov'd my daughter. 

Man. That requires no answen 

JL. Bun Whilst I was adverse to yonr suit, you 
sought her; no\y I am friendly to it, why refuse 
,. her ? 

Man. That goes to motives ; I have already 
passed that question by. 

L. Bur. You can't suspect her honour; that 
has stood investigation^ and is clear. You cannot 
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think the vmrse of her, because, in duty to her 
father, she obey'd, and suffered by obedience. 

Man. That is a merit on her part towards you, 
which does not* rest with me, my lord, to appre- 
ciate. 

L' Bur. However slightly yx>u may think of 
me, you can't but own my family is noble. 

Man. You told me once I was too poor, my 

lord. I have not added to my stock one guinea. 

When a man is to be weigh'd against money, put 

all his laurels into the scale, they are but feathers. 

[He rises, and after a while sits down again. 

L. Bur. You are too warm, too high upon that 
question. I do not weigh your merit against 
money : or, if I did, my daughter has enough for 
your scale and her own, to make them balance. 
'Will that apology appease your anger. 

Man. I am not an^ry, I am only firm. 

L. Bur. Well, sir, if I bad sinned against you 
ten times over, concession could not well go 
lower — Yotir humble servant — [Rises to go.] I 
shall tell my daughter — But hold — perhaps *tis 
not too great a favour to ask, if you wilt call oa 
her yourself. 

Man. No, no, that must not be. 

L. Bur. Have you a heart ? By heaven I al* 
most doubt it* Sir, I must tell you now (for 'tis 
in vain to disguise from you every particular) 
she lives but on the hope of my success, and I 
should fear, in reporting your stern refusal, I 
might destroy my daughter. There are things 
have Come to light, that call upon your hououi^ 
not less than on your mercy, to protect her. 

Man. What things are they, that call upon my 
honour ? 

L. Bur. Letters. 

Man. There are no letters of mine, at least; 
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for never did I write one line to her, since she 
abandoned me for that wretch Sir Richard •; I have 
heard of letters, but I plead to none. 

L.Bur. Grant that you wrote no letters*; 

Man. It shall be granted; for it is the truth, 
and I own it. 

L. Bur. Patience, if you plcase»~I grant the 
letters all were of her own writing — the effu- 
sions of a suffering heart, that sued for pity and 
implor'd your sympathy. — 

Man. I never open'd one. She was a wife. 

Z. Bur. The more my sorrow, and I should 
have hoped the greateryour commiseration would 
have been ; but I'm mistaken 9 I thought I had 
been talking to a than. I find I ^ve been plead- 
ing to a rock. [Exit. 

Man 10 RD ^/oite. 

» 

- [After a pause.'] Bear up^ proud heart! for bet* 
ter 'twere to burst, than to debase thyself by 
tnean submission to a capricious woman's veering 
humour — A creature soil'd and sated to a surfeit 
with those disgustful, vanities,, which her per- 
verted taste preferred to solid, virtuous, dignified 
contentitient. She spuru'd me from her ; she 
ijivites.me back. Shall I be so lur'd by a wan-» 
ton's whistle ? No, I will not; That haughty 
earl now stoops : Why does he so ? because he 
vainly hop'd my poverty would tempt me to take 
the. leavings of Sir Richard Malcolm — Not I, not 
I, not I — 

Fanny Rivers enters. 

Fan. May I come in ? 

Man. Yes, yes, you may come in. 
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Fan. I have brought you David's portrait-^ 
How dp yoil like it ? \Shems a druwrng. 

Man. Very welly ast a ^pebrmea of your art and 
his uglinesfli. Wonderful to say, you have miide 
it quite as frightful as the origmstL 

Fan. Ah, uow you are in one of your ^raye 
fits:. I wish Tiknev the vay to fetch you but 
of it. 

Man, Thfe way is iiot ta liotice it, or attempt 
it. You have been visiting old Mapletoft. 

Fm. Tis a good creature. I have been sing* 
hig to hini. 

Man. Mere waste of breath. The owl has nd 
ksax. fbr the song of the nightingale; 

Fdn. He hegg'd it of m&rr^What was I to do? 

Man. Just what you did, my child, and when*^ 
soever the talents you possess cs^n furnish plea- 
sure, without diminutioit of yeut! dignity; as you 
have done to Mapletoft, do to others. 

Fan. I thani yoo; I shall fbllow yoftr instruc- 
tions. 

Mam Fanny, you know how trnly I r^^d 
you^ for ydur pdor brother's sake^ ^ He was i 
gallant bfflcet, and my ftiead; With his hist 
breath he recdaimended yon t6 my prot^ian. 
We have faced upon our little; as we trould. Some 
taste for drdwin^; and a pleasihg vorcfc, have been 
resQuro^s; which youhr hufaible nature hasf not 
disdain'd to turn tb some aecount; 

Fan: Yes, and look here wtet MaplefolV has 
given me. [8kt»t a purie. 

Man. Well ! 

Fan. Did I do wrong to take it ? 

Man. No, my thtld. Therfe is more honour 
due to you for your humility, than praise to him 
for his munificence. You did right not to refuse 
his present. 
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Fan. I am so happy when you approve of me— 
Man. Fanny, I do conjure and strictly charge 
you nfever to let jroiir thoughts presfcflt me to 
YOU ia any other light, than as your brother's 
honourable friiehd, and your infiexibly sincere 
prote<;tor. Your beauty moves in me no other 
feelings^ but aii incrfeased solicitude SLiid care to 
guard your iniibcehck. Your pretty action^, Ifrith 
all those kind attention^ that ybii pay me, are 
but remembrancers to whisper to me, that when 




Inan that thei*e is something mischievous within 
him, which, if he means to keep his hohour pure, 
he miist at bricc expel. Nay, do not weep—this 
i^ not thidiiig-^ 

Fan. No, you don't chide ; but still ybii m&kfe 
vit w*ep. 

Man. Why do I mkke y oil w^ep ? 

Fan, Because, I thiiik, perhaps, I have done 
wrong, and could not help it ; na^, perhapi^, again 
I may do wrong, and with the same unconscious- 
ness of my offence. 

Man. Come^ we'll converse no longer oh this 
Subject, I have no Kead for arguing just now^ 
and for my heart— I have felt it lighter than it 
is at present— So you shall sing* me into better 
spirits ; and we'll have tea, anasend for Maple- 
toft; his harmless nonsense of all narcotics is the 
most lethsean. [Exeunt. 
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Scene changes to Mapletoft's Apartment. 

Matlztovt and Mrs. Mavletott. 

r Map. Npi no, dame Deborah, since this great 
fortune has come bounce upon us, we'll do the 
tasty thing, and live genteely. 

Mrs. Map. How shall we live geuteely ? Who'll 
live with us, but^ such as come to pillage and 
make game of us ? Sam Mapletoft, Sam Maple- 
toft, I tell you, you, never will shake off your 
homely breeding. Tis in the bone of you, and 
will not out. 

Map. Well, well, though a man can't new make 
himself, he may mend himself. I think I get on 
in my talk pretty well. 

Mrs. Map. Aye, if you clidn't get on so fast, 
it would be ail the better ; I wish, my good man, 
you could once be qonvinc'd,^that when you've 
literally ijothing to say, you have positively the 
best reason in the world for saying nothing. 

Map. Why that's very well; but. consider, 
consider^ — I have some little right to talk ; 'tis 
but loss of time at the worst;, ^nd 1 can afford to 
lose that: my, fortune is not to make;, I havo 
money in my pocket. 

Mrs. Map. Aye, money, money don't make us 
wiser — Look at Major Manford, listen to him. 

Map. Well, I do listen, and I do like him, like 
him mainly. He's a fine man, and I'm fond of 
his company; s^nd he seems very well pleas'd 
with mine, for I talk to him about country mat- 
ters, and tell him how to manage an estate. 

Mrs. Map. Unluckily, he has no estate to ma- 
nage. 
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' Mttp. Awd I have no battles to fight, yet he 
tfells me of his battles— So we^re pretty miich 6h 
the souare fbv that. Evety man in his own way* 
Now nere'll be nephew Timothy, I look fof hitti 
feVery hotif. He is t ttiighty talker. Then we 
shall he^r sofnethitig. 

Mr^. Map. Ves, we shall heiir much, undef- 
i^tand little, and profit less. But he is j^our nephew. 
I have no share in him. ^ 

Map. No, no, Jack Worthiman is ^ur nephew, 
*lid hell be up, I reckon, before night. I gave 
him an invitation, for he's a hearty rellow, and I 
shdl be glad to see hitn. Jack knows horses and 
dogS, and sheep and bullocks, but books — bookg. 
Lord love him, he knows no ttiore^bout them 
thati I do. Now Timothy knows every thing — 

Mrs. Map. Or pretends to know-^ 

BkN enters, and qftttwards Tliiot'HT. 

Sfcw. 'Squire! Mastet Timothy is com'd. Here 
he is. \Exit. 

Tim. Honoured uncle, y bur faithful! Aaint, your 
%umbl6 ! Rejoice to see yom. had your letter 
per post, 26tn ultimo ? Struck work directly : left 
Wit shop to the foretoan; hiadn't time to sa^ 
Good bye to tiny body : ^H the town cried out, 
Where's Tim Mapletoft agoing? Jutnp'd into my 
gig \ vrz% off in a <:rack, tind behold here I am. 

M6tb. But whete's the need of all this haste, 
friend Timothy? If you had staid to set your 
ishop ill order, and had not come these two days, 
l^e might haVe outlivM it-^ 

Tim. I believe it, and many many more days 
besides, for I never saw you look better in all 
my life, uncommonly well, I do protest aiid vow 
-^And you, madami quite fresh and blooming; 

VOL. !• C c 
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Mrs. Map. Aye, you are the very qirintessence 
of all politeness. Your dealings He so much with 
the lad iesy that you understand how to flatter 
them. 

Itith Why to be sure, in our way of business we 
must lay out a ptetty many eye-traps for the 
ladies — ^^Millinery arid mercery, hosiery and bat- 
tery, drapery of all sorts, from the silver muslin 
to the Russia tick— The best quality for ten miles 
round frequent my shop — ^The elegant -Miss Fig- 
.'gins have new nam*d it — The School of the 
Graces. 

Map. Well, never mind your shop, ju3t now ; 
you are not in it; so don't talk about it. I was 
willing to catch a sight of you as I passM through 
London, and perhaps to settle a few matters be- 
fore I go down into the North. 

Tim. Good ! the sooner matters are settled the 
better; and London is no place for you: quite 
out of your element here, 1 should suppose. I 
reckon you're going to visit your new concerns. 

Map. Even so. 

71m. Under favour, uncle, was this gentleman, 
who left you his property, any relation of our 
family ? 

Map. None; he had no relatioi^s that I can 
hear of. He was a ppor orphan parish- boy, when 
I took pity on him, and gave him his butset lu 
the world. Industry, and a lucky stroke in bu- 
siness, made his fortune rapidly. He died un- 
married in the prime of Jire, and remembering 
one good turn deserves another, as the proverb 
has it, left the bulk of his fortune to your humble 
servant. 

TiVL. He did right. I commend him. Grati- 
tude, gratitude I iiold to be one of the ^enteelest 
virtues a man of fashion can possess. It puts me 
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in mind of a fainQU3 good story I was telling to 
Sir William Woodcock the other day. 

Map. No, don't let it put you in mind of any 
story, for Fve no time to hear it. Your aunt and 
I are engaged to visit a worthy gentleman, who 
lodges in the same house with us, and 'tis now^ 
time for us to be going — ^And look! here comes 
his servant to tell us so. 

David enters. 

% 

2>av. Major Manford and Miss Rivers are 
expecting the pleasure of your company above 
stairs. 

Mrs. JUap. Come, Mapletoft, let lis get rid of 
his jargon, and hear reason and good sense 
instead. 

Map. Hark'ye,.^friend Timothy, yqu will stay 
where you are ; we arc not upon those terms with 
Major Manford to take you with us. 

Mrs. iJiflfp. Neither wou'd the history of your 
shop be. discourse exactly c^lcurlated for ^the 
entertainment Qf Miss Rivers. 

Tim, My shop. Madam ! Miss Rivets might 
pef haps .find better •entertainment in my shop, 
.than any discourse 'co\i'd give her; but I don't 
intrude ; my company has been sought after by 
hundreds, that are at least equals of Major Man- 
ford and Miss Rivers. 

Map. Come along, dame! Friend Timothy, spite 
of thy learning thou art a pupjpy, thou hast evqr 
been a puppy, and I suppose thou wilt ever be a 
puppy. [Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Mapletoft. 

! I . ■ ■ 

», 

Tim Mapletoft andD/LVir). „ 

Tim. \To David as he is going out.1 A word with 

Cc2 
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yoft friend. Ybii heir that Wfl felWw- ? D6 y&k 
kDO\v why he lakes th6sc freedotais M'th nit} 
Because I am hiis iieplhtw. And Why, think jrou, 
<do I put Up with them ? Bbciius^e he's My ubd^ 
}^ow you are a man %ho look 'a^ If you ha!d 'sisck. 
"the world, yottr mfaster ttidijt ferdbkbly ftaSs Veiefi 
it also; d6n't yoii suppbSft Wfe cdinpahy of k 
person like me, must be itauch tadik itcdepfablb 
to a person like your master, than that old crab 
my uncle ? 

Dav. You have questioned me, now let me ask 
you one Question \ti \n^ tui'n. Rohnf long ti^ve 
they let you oat of thij ho^itkl ? 

'Am. Hospital ! What do you take me fo Ve^ 
\hat I ^hou'd haVe \^ thibg tb 96 wrlth the 
liO^tal ? 

Dav. I take you to be crazy. 

Ttk. 'A^ I fak(B ycfa hd'bta, VeVy iMpeftment 
'f€)llto*r. 

Dav. WeH, but d Wit tdl hit ib, "fdr i*iri hot « 
very ^patfen't flello V. 

TtM. Oh! Very wfelK Theft 111 ^^Ve ^othhi^ 
more to say to y<Wr, tiiat iWu^ft %y§felf {r\i^ k 
Valk, \*Mfe!t\ny n'nkilfe ttfiikes htSVi^t. Ho^lbng 
•havelbiedn 6bt of tHi bdiplCd), ibd^^& ! iA fitib 
ajokie ! A '|)i'ctty ^estfo'ft Yruty !fi««i% feHd^ tf 
ills servile degtete, to a |<*rtafa"df Wy'ritidbWtWeirftfc. 

Dav, If that whelp has tfhy'd^ri, llsa¥^<^*by 
^e itdhitrg of thy iliiggl*, I ^aH 'ilWlrfly hSvc a 
'pluck at ^m. 

. » ■ • 

Ben. Ah! Brother David, give me bold of your 
hand— You won't floUt 'fiife,^ougli I be but a 
clown, for I do love a soldier hugely, that's the 
truth dn't . 




Dav. Well you're a hearty fellow, but your 
Timothy, your mqupte^^nkj Tye a rod in 8oak 
for him. 

J^en. Qans ^t, ^qp't you jjp.^re him — A cross 

gr^in'd ^ran^y 10^4 ^ ^V^^ cj^wrc). 1 hates him, 
e^rtiiy, aqd s^ does pp^js^r^ss., and noxy her 
nqphex^, master Johny Wprihrpp^q, ^s coni^4 to 
tPMfn, all wiU gfi smbptlfjly. Ay§, he'^ a righ^ 
9pei hj&'§ clean ^^otl^ef thi^g froin that proud 
whelp. I pray you, stay till he coqie^ i^p ; he i^ 
pnly sn^pmi^g a bit in thf ^itqhen— And Ippk 
yfl t§ i| here alr«<i(iy. 

Wort HI MAN enters. 

f^vrf^. Sp ; l^f rfi I 4mf a^id tj)is ,is J^pudpn. 
Joy go \v\t\\ it I Broths spldier, \iovf are you; 
hpw ^re times >vith you ? 

jp(if. Thank ypp, Qoble captain, I'm ppnte^^. 

Worth' That's ^eij; hut J'm no captaii^. 
Hpi)our enough fpr mp tP $M^ ^ private in a bray^ 
^roop pf yeomep ; I am a^ Jsle pf Tha^net man, 
^p yo^ see — Put surely, purely, I should kno^ 
your face. Was*nt you witi:^ Captain ^anfprd m, 
my house during the embarkatipn ? 

Dav. To be spre I ivas, ^nd ypu arp pur kind 
host Mr. Wprtjjiipan ; Lor^, Lord, hojfr glad my 
l^ajor will be tp spe yonf 1 I'll run up and tell hini. 

ffortb. Is Captain l^^nfor^ lix tfiis housp ? 

Jpla!v. yps, aijd ^jU be ia tjiis rooni |n ^ whiffi 
but he is Major now ; remember that. [Eait. 

fFpfth. A $ner fel|p\f pever drew a sword. Is 
uncle ]^ap)ptoft with him ? 

Bfn. Ves, and ypur aupt jtpp. Yojur pop^iu 
Tipnothy l^ }r^ towij. 

Worth. My coijsip ! Jjlp, ye'fe peither kin por 
kind. He is too great a man for me : I have 
nothing to do with him. 
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JI/^*or 'Man FORD to Wobthiman. 

Man. Worthiman, my dear friend, my hospit- 
able host, how glad I am to see you. How are 
all friends in the Island ? how are your horses, 
your cows, your pigs, your poultry; how is your 
cherry-cheek'd dairy maid; but above all, my 
hero, how are your gallant yeomen and their 
noble Captain ? 

JVortK AU brave and hearty — Major Vm to 
call you. Well, I'm proud to see you. They told 
me you was wounded. 

Man. A trifle, a trifle — tumbled down and got 
up again — You and I, Jack, don't give in for a 
knock-down blow — Do we, my heart? 

fVorih. No, no, no ; that won't do, will it ? 
And when will you come and see us? I've nurs'd 
up the cropt mare for you; she's in topping 
order. Lawk-a-day, I wish I was out of this town. 

Man. You are but just come into it. We shall 
find something to amuse you. You like a good 
song for instance, don't you ? 

Worth. Dearly. 

Man. And if a good girl sings it, and a pretty 
girl, you wou'd like it none the less. 

JVorth. A great deal the better. There is not 
a fellow in England fonder of a good girl, and 
more shy of a bad one. Zooks, I never go near 
lione of em ! 

Man; That's well. Follow me then, and I'll 
carry you to one of the right sort. By my soul, 
Worthiman, to fall in thus unexpectedly with a 
kind friend, whom I am so very much oblig'd to, 
is a pleasure I have not felt this many and many 
^ day. [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE L 

An Apattment in the Earl of Burville's House. 

■ Lord BvRviLLK and General HiOHiiotLi^. 

- Z* Bur. Well, tt\y goo^ brother, I have now 
repeated to you every circumstance, and, as 
nearly as I cou'd recollect, every word, that 
passed during my interview with Major Manford. 
Give nve leave to ask if you paid any attention 
to it ? 

- Gen. Profound. 

L. Bur. I am glad of it, for it is highly inte- 
resting to me, and I really fear'd your thoughts 
were otherwise employ 'd, as you never made the 
smallest remark, or expressM^ the slightest 
emotion. 

. Gen. I hope not; to interrupt a gentleman in 
his story is not my practice, and to be mov'd, 
or, as you term it, to express emotion, is not my 
character. I am immoveable. 

L. Bur. But you have an opinion. 

Gen. As yet none. I am not hasty in forming 
opinions, for when once that is done I never alter 
them. I am unchangeable. 

L. Bur. Then I believe. General, I need trouble 
you no farther, but may go to my daughter. 

Gen. Certainly you may; but you will not 
trouble me if you do not talk ta me. I am 
meditating. 

L. Bur. [AsideJ] What shall I do P I am un- 
willing to carry bad news to poor Caroline, and 



% 



99t hOVWS RESOLUTIONS 

I am curious to discover what the result of these 
profound meditations may be. 

Gen. My Lord and brother, I have made up 
my opinion.' Give m^ a pinch of snuff, if you 
please — ^This it is. — ^When Major Manford offered 
nims^lf to ypur ^^UghtQr, you bad n right to 
refuse him. When you ofFer'd your daughter to 
Major Manfprdj he hAcJ a right to refuse you. I 
am peremptory. 

li. Bur. Is that ftU you h^ve to say upon the 

Gen. That is not nil. I have to s^y, that th« 
Earl of Burville fa^s lowered himself eiitreinely^ 
I blush for him. He might as well have ori^d 
his daughter at the cross. 

L. Bur. What cou'd I do? She is brokcn- 
bearted, sht is dying. 

Gen. Ladies n^ver die of broken hesirts. I 
hAvt decided. 

X. Bur. Have you decided upon any thing 
else 1 

Gtn, I have decided that your honour is at issue, 
^nd you must act with energy in the support of 
it. When you separated your daughter from 3ir 
Richard Malcolm, it was a point of law; the 
sword had nothing to do with it. But when the 
fellow's dirty business was over, I felt it iocum- 
|>ent on me to quarrel with him, and for ih% 
honour of my family, I inaulted him in the lobby of 
ihe Opera House. It was unavoidable, and, to do 
the fellow justice, he seem'd to thisk so hiaiSfeU) 
for he took it patiently. 

Z. Bur. I presume you wou'd not have me 
make the same experiment upon Major Manford* 

Oen. No, no ; you have liot those lengths to 
take with Major Manford, seeing he is en ^Mc&t 



4p4 9, g^tlem^n- But w you h^via lowcr'4 your- 
^If ip his eyes, you {nu$t strive tp regain hi| 
good opinion by seeking occ^ipp to afFron^t hinifi 
There is no dpubt but he ^j)l figbt ypu, wb^Pi I 
li^tt^r myself, you will haye ai^ opportunity of 
r^rast^iblishing your reputation, I nave 9aid i^ 
You have my advicje. Qpo^ cjiiy to ypij. [^yfifc 

You s^re a madman, o' mv qonscienpp, s^ rmk 
ii)fuinfi4n> And I ftm a fpol for cpiide^^ead^qg %» 
tOUsuU you* 

i, C^r. Oh I my father, how could vp^ \fp ^q 
lone returned, and not tell me what has pa9$'4 
iff\^ Major Manfbrd ? 

^^ Buf. 6ei;aiuse I had nothing to tell you thi^( 
>rould gi ye you comfort. He }$ infle^il^ie^ 

JL QoTf lie has reason. I expected it. I love 
|iim the better for his inflexibility, )be(ca)^e | 
)ipnour him the more. 

J^, fiur^ To relate wl»at I s^id to hiiji, wpu^ 
be too painful, to repeat whft he ^i4 (p TPfiff 
Wi^^ be top huffiliatlfig. In sbprt, th^rp is no 
hope. 

, /i. Qar. I do not seek to encourage apy hope. 
I deserve none, and am r|ecop,ciled to de^p^r. l^p 
)«.ajii at an jepd. l know jmy fatCf and a^n^ pre* 
pared to support it. I take for grs^nted }^e will 
Hfi^f ry Fa^ny ftivjers; I jcan't supppsp he fvoula 
i«t her Jiv€ w^ith hini, if )^p m^^s nojt eng|ge4 tff 

i. Bur. I pMt tMit q^P^tio;? tp biRr-H|B f ppti^ 
that he was engaged to his pro&p^pfi. 
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Z. Car. Ah, that's equivocal ; she may he ctaHM 
a patt of his profession. I understand she is the 
sister of a brother officer, and bequeath'd to his 
protection. Generous Manford ! his heart is ho-* 
nour^s sanctuary; no baseness can dwell there. 
He will protect the relict of his friend — thrice 
happy girl !— he*ll marry her. 

Z. Bur. As I went down the stairs, I cross'd 
upon her. She's very beautiful. 

Z. Car. Yes, yes, I doubt it not. Any features 
that nature has not marr'd, will appear beautiful, 
when the hearths gladden'd with the blest assu- 
rance of being destined to a man like him. I had 
that conscious source of beauty once ; she has it 
now. Therefore she flourishes, and I am faded. 

L.Bur. My child, ray child, you agonize my 
heart, to think that I have been the cause of 
this. 

Z. Car. No ; I acquit you. Twas not in your 
nature to be my tyrant ; 'twas not in your power. 
If I lov'd you too well not to obey you, though 
I am ruined, why do I regret it? Henceforthj^ 
my lord, I will be quite resigned. You shall not 
have the pain to hear one sigh, for fear you should 
interpret it as a reproach — Now tell me, how is 
my lost friend in health ? 

L. Bur. Well, it should seem. A few shades 
darker for his expedition. 

Z. Car. That is no detriment — But, he was 
wounded. Is he well of that ? 

Z. Bur. Perfectly, I should suppose. I saw no 
signs to the contrary. 

L.Car. I knew, I knew my Manford was a 
hero. Oh, that I might but see him once again ! 

L.Bur. I wished him to come to you, and 
humbly ask*d it of him as a favour-^ 

Z. Car. Well— 
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Z. Bur. He refused it. 

X. Car. In what way ? Angrily ? 

i. Bur. No, no, not angrily ; but with great 
emotion. 

Z. Car. There's hope in that — there is a gleam 
of hope in that emotion. Oh ! my lord, my lord, 
if you could but describe his manner to me, I 
would not quite despair. But hold — I do con- 
jure you not to attempt it. You may give his 
words ; you cannot give his voice ; you may de- 
scribe his action ; to be felt, it must be seen, and 
no eyes but my own can, in that action, see and 
read his heart. I beg you'll leave me to reflect 
awhile. 

Z. Bur. Most readily, my child — Alas ! poor 
thing, how she loves him still ! [Aside, and esit. 

Lady Caroline alone. 

No; that won't do; I must not press upon 
him ; there is an indelicacy in that — and might 
offend him — I'll not venture that — If I must not 
aspire to that noble heart, I will at least not for- 
feit his respect — ^The people, where he lodges, 
keep a shop. I know the house, and if I had it 
watch'd till he was out, I might drop in and see 
this famous beauty. 'Tis said she sings enchant- 
ihgly, and I was told her drawings are exhibited 
for sale— If that be so, I'm free to purchase of 
her ; but I won't let her know me— I nave a pro- 
ject forming in my thoughts; but I must shape 
it, and consult my father. [Ejnt. 



Major Maufwd'^ 4f^x^t^q. 
Makford and David. 
^nn, ^^y.^ ya\i c}p^n'4 thq^Q pi»tqK {is I b^cis 

"^ f^ f h^y p, your honour. 

|)aw, I yf\\\. J^^y 1^ be ?ft hpljl a? tP ^k, if 
your hqi^our is gpjpg tft ^uri^ p^jt ? 

J/^;i. Don't be inquisitive. Do as I bid yofl. 

^v. I shall (|p a§ you hi4 Pc, »ud I won't be 
ipqi^iVitjve ; but, if yqur bP^o^ir ti^kes the fi^di 
1 shan't keep in the house. That's all. [Exit. 

Man. Ther^ \f^ ^ Pi^r^iff PpQ*^ral Highmore, a 
crazy fighting fellow ; and so quarrelsome, that 
)HP jp h^rj^lv ^(; |to go ioqse in civilized sppi^ty. I 
l^ipl^ if pfob^ble, J^rd Burvijlp'^ vi^jt may de? 

Jglvp upqn pae ft. favqur gf tbe Ifke pprt frpm 
13 s^irpjrd-afld-pi?fpl brqfl^er, th» sftfflp jprack'ij'^ 
lirw'4 »»A pf war. 

Wq^T^.^VAif Iq(^ in. 

W^* pb, 1'}!^ g|ji4 yqi^ arp filpijp. J want tp 
fge^l^ tp ypuf I m tpinkipg, Af^jpr, tha$ I h»4 
b^^ turn ^^ort abput, f i^jd gp bflip? *gain. J h»y8 
sfspp ypu, ,an4 J h^vq seen ipy relatipw, m4 | 
b^^e pothing more to dp ii^ ^owp. 

Man. What's the matter now ? 

War. Nay, nothing, but that I shall be much 
better in the country. London don't suit me. 
I believe the air don't agree with me. It has a 
atrange effect upon my spirits. 





'Mdh. Well, Btft itit^W stigr ^iA Hfea^ ktibftifet 

song. 

Wor. No, tto; I ^h^t heat anV ti6're stotig^, if 
jrtfu ptekst. I Hther btelife^e I Ti^Vie heard onfe 
too many; it is so unlike the songs we sing in 
the country, it puts tiite but br conceit with *ein. 
Besides, it raises ugly notions in me : it causes 
"mfe to fetivy ytfu, '^^dx ManforA, ^n'A ^hat, I take 
It, is ai bad a ^hing as can belbng to mfe. 

Man. You need not envy me, my friend, tor 
I am nefthePAiakeiy'oif'lthe ^o^g$, or the lover of 
ftfe s6ti^ifcttsrs. 

W^r. Md^ ; Wbai1 Nbt \\\q lover of what is 
^sb lovei^ ! 1 beg yotit pardbn, major ; Tbut 1 thin^ 
yoti cau*t fee lA ekrilest. 

M>i. tJpton toy hbnbur, 1% Ijincere. i to14 
VoU Fsi^ny mvers's situation, as to me ; and How 
I tell you the true state of iny heart as to her. 

Wor. Well, you artiaii^e me. I was not 'ten 
'lifiYnKte's in her company befbre— but what am I 
Italkiti^ of?-^A dunce, a dunderheacl, that ha^ 
^ot three idea^— plague bn\ a pretty fool 1 should 
-*be — ^No, ^rib, ril go Jiome again: I've no plot 
upon uncle Mapletoft's fortune ; besides, he is, 
^h fadt, lib urfcle of mine. 1 Wouldn't give that 
\snQp8 fiisjingers.yfdr his fortune, ^ajor, I'll go 
nbttie ^gain, 

IDaVid enters. 

t)So. A gientleman desires f o see you, who catis 
himself Lieutenant-General Highmore I don^t 
recollect any such general in our campaigns. 

Man. No matter what you recollect. Shew 
the gentleman up. ^Exit David.] tTorthiman yoii 
must leave us. 

Py'oK Yes, I mean to leave you ; but mayn't I 
go and take leave of Miss Fanny ? she askM me 
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as I came up the stairs. But I was daunted then, 
and came to you. I am in better heart now. 

Man. Go, go, my good fellow; she'll welcome 
you — My visitor is coming. [JEjnt IVortMman. 

General Highmore enters. 

Gen. Your most humble servant, Major Man- 
ford I I presume I need not announce myself to 
you. 

Man. General Highmore, I believe — 

Gen. The same. My brother, the Earl of Bur- 
ville, has informed me of his conference with you : 
he has been express and circumstantial. You 
have done no more than what you had a right to 
do,, in refusing my niece; but my brother is 
degraded by the manner of your doing it— you 
comprehenfl me, sir? — 

Man. Not very clearly. 

Gefi. I am not apt to be obscure. I will ea* 
deavour to be more explicit. The Earl of Bur- 
ville must not be treated by Major Manford, in 
the way that Major Manford has been pleased to 
treat him. 

Man. 1 thought you said that I had done no 
more than I had a right to do. 

Gen. True, as to ^ct, not to form. My bro- 
ther has deposited his reputation in your hands, 
and I must have it back again, as pure as when 
he committed it to your keeping. Am I perspi- 
cuous? 

Man. No, I protest you have fairly puzzled 
me. It should seem to me, that this is not your 
affair, but Lord Burville*s. Do you bring me any 
message from him ? 

Gen. No, sir, I bring no message. I am prin- 
cipal. 
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' Man. (Oh, then J imdemtwd you. Lord Eur- 
ville haa oothing to ssty to m^) but ypu beve. 
You are his cbampioD, and are pome to demand 
i^n apology^ or provoke a rencontre ? [77/e.Gcwe- 
ralnois assent.'] You shall; b^e satisfied directly. 
Your character is so well known, as a prpfess'd 
diueiiist, that I have nothing more to do than to 
call for my pistols, and take my distance. That 
6h&^ll be near enough, I promise you: I never 
did turn oiit, and one of us, at least, shall never 
turn back again. 

Gen. Are ypu so bloody, sir? 

Man^ Spare your remark^. I won't be trifled 
with. Yoif, sbail have no apology. What have I 
done to you, or to your brpther, or to your niece, 
that should provoke you to attempt my life, or 
wantonly expose your own? Do you think a 
,^pldier, who has fought the enemies of his nation 
in a climate, whose sun smites with blindne8i(, 
and whose blasts are pestilential, is to be driven 
into any measures by the terror of a duel? Ded- 
man ! fetch my pistols^ [David looks in^ andea^it,. 

Gen. You are warm, air : you are also vocifer- 
ous, and high in mouth. : . 

Man. Never mind what I am. Look to your- 
self. I execrate a duellist; I regard him as a 
mad dog, and will pot him to death in self-de- 
fence with as little remorse — [David Returns with 
the patois,] Oh! very well! They are loaded, are 
they not? 

r jbav. Aye, aye, sir, and primed too. They are 
in beautiful order. 

Man., Lock the door. Put them on the table* 
Now take your choice, sir, and examine yoar 
jpistol. 

Dav. \To the General.] I am sure youMl like it. 
General ; feather spring, take notice. 



tliat ybtt bit a cOMiderab(€ dfeal tdo quick in fckSfe 
business. Ib tht first pUoe, I h^^t givtfi yoto ao 
iibsolut« chj^Hlsi^fe; ib the Mxt j^lace, if I h^^ 
I never fail t6 give a gentteMan time to settle 
kis aflTiiirii. 

Man. P66hi I haVb Mtais td settle. I bA'tfe 
^Orte my duty to ttiy king and coutitry : I hav* 
fet clear cbh^cietieie, abd I a^al to btoven, tbtft 
%his diid is bot of my own seektbgw 

Gen. Is it of mine ? 

Man. .What elise did ybti coihfeliclie for? 

•&ieti. Simply to expostblatfe ^obt toy brothci^ 

Man. Did he desite ybu to dd tbat? 

Gen. I fcannot say fcfe did. . ' 

Man. Did Lidy CarMiae? ' ^ 

^fe^. No, rtbst itttoAtrbvertibty bb. 

Min. ^tfe 6lfear th^ M4iat yob cattle fot^Tb 
^scoVelrthe temperature 6f tt\y spirit, abd rfega- 
^afeyobr otvn aecordtbgly. It is not so my g*w 
Hferal would have donfe. He was bo duellist. Hte 
-aied for England ; bat. not by English hamls^ » 
^bu ot I must, if you choose to persist. 

Gen. Sir, I am not cobtebtious witbout cattstt. 
Your linguage is tbo higli. Tis you, yourself, 
%httl urgfe this dbei on me. -My courage 1ms beeti 
trited, ^s well as ybbrs. We •neither of us cab 
^atti by this ren^birtre. 

Man. If you thibk so, a few wordfe may vpto^ 
bably dismiss it. 

K3^. -t am not verbose. But for apologies, J 
never make them. You have beeb iW-treated, I 
•coflftss that ; and therefore irtttkt allowances for 
%artn'th. Now, sir, esiio livtrig being can wave 
a duel with greater impunity than I can^ I tendrar 
-you tny trand. If yob decline it, I take your 
pistol. 
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Man. Oh, your hand, your hand ; FII never 
turn out with a brother soldier^ if I can help it. 
Thus we seal bur peace. 

Gen. And establish our friendship. Any mes- 
sage to my lord and brother? 

Man. You brought me none from him. 

Gen. Any to the Lady Caroline, my niece? 

Man. For the same reason, none. 
• Gen. I understand you. Yon have taken your 
resolutions. In the like case, I should be, in the 
like manner, pertinacious. Adieu! [Exit. 

Dav, I thought that stiff back'd fellow wouldn't 
fight. Shall I draw the charges, Major? When 
you offer'd him so civilly to take a pistol, I won- 
der how he could 6nd in his heart to refuse 
you. 

Man. Put the pistols by, and no comments 
upon what has pass'd. I am going out. [Exeunt. 



Scene changes. 
VVoRTHiMAN and Fanny. 

Fan. Surely, that General makes a long visit to 
the Major. 

JVor. He's gone, and the Major has walk'd out. 

Fan. I am afraid then your politeness to me 
has kept you at home. 

fVor. Politeness! No, Miss Fanny, I have no 
claim to that. My manners are not suited to the 
politeness of high life, and my amusements are 
of a very different sort from what are call'd the 
pleasures of the town. 

Fam I dare say they are much more rational, 
and much more eligible. Time don't hang heavy 
on your hands, I can w^ell believe. 

VOL. t. D d 
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Worth. Why, I have a good deal of occupation 
out of doors, and 'tis well I have, for there's little 
withiq to chear me; no mother, no sister, no 
wife — And as for reading, my education has not 
look'd that way ; though I can take up a book 
now and .then, and shou'd much oftener, if I had 
a sensible companion to encourage me in it. 

Fan. The Major tells me that you have a 
delightful situation, and a very comfortable 
mansion— At least you made it sudi to him. 

Worth. I wish to my heart he may have lik'd 
it well enough to come again — And, oh Miss 
Fanny, if you wou'd condescend to visit a plain 
yeoman with him — ^The Lord have mercy upon 
me ! what a happy fellow you wou'd make me — 
Dearest heart alive, how 1 wou'd strive to find 
some entertainment for you ! Let me see, let me 
see, perhaps you like riding. 

Fan. Of all things. A horse is my delight. 

Worth. Then, I can suit you — TJie gentlest, 
prettiest creature — and will carry you so safe and 
easy — How I shall fondle it for your sake } But 
do you really think the Major will like to come? 

ran. I am very certain he can come to no one 
he likes so well. 

Worth. You charm me to hear you say so. 
Perhaps you take pleasure in a garden. I have 
abundance of flowers. I am very fond of them 
myself. 

Fan. You can't be more so than I am. In short 
the pleasures of the country, are the only plea- 
sures I can truly taste. 

Worth. Lord, Lord, how proud and happy you 
liave made. me ! how I will work to get the gar- 
den gay against you come — And the roan-horse 
—No body shall back him from this day forward, 
but myself— ril break him to the side-saddle, Til 
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make his mouth as light as a feathet*. I turn my 
back on no body for that And I'll have such 
beds of flowers — And, let me see, I'll paper — Yesj 
that I will, I'll paper the brown oak parlour. 

Fan. No, don't do that; don't paper the browH 
oak parlour. 

iViyrth. Shan't I ? I am afraid you'll think it 
gloomy — suppose I painted it ? 

Fan. High treason. You'll spoil it if you paint it. 

Worth. Then I won't toucn it. If I had only 
something of your doing; any one of your cast- 
off drawings to hang up — How I should doat 
upon it ! 

Fan. If that wou*d please you, any o^ my 
drawings are at your service. None can be too 
good for Major Manford's friend. 

Worth. You are too good. Your kindness 
overpowers me. I must not stay with you. I 
beg your pardon — I know I am not worthy to 
approach you. Heaven in its mercy bless you 
and protect you ! {Exit. 

Fan. What a kind soul that is ! Yes, yes, I see 
he merits the esteem of my belov'd protector. 

Tht Mistress of the Lodgings^ followed by l4ady 

Caroline. 

Mist. Miss Rivers, this lady desires to be in- 
troduced to you — She has been looking at your 
drawings, and wishes to cqmmunicate her opinion 
of them. [^Exit. 

Fan. The lady does me honour. Have you seen 
any of my humble performances, Madam, that 
you approve of ? 

L. Car. All ; I approve of all : but drawing is 
not your only talent; I understand you are 
musicaL 

D d 2 
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Fan. Simply an amateur, Madam ; not a pro- 
fessor. 

L. Car. You siug, I am told. 

Fan. I attempt it, when my friends condescend 
to desire it 

L. Car. When I may deserve that title, I hope 
I may enjoy that gratification. I have seen your 
collection below stairs, which I am to account 
with you for. I understand you have other 
drawings which you do not expose for sale. 

Fan. A few portraits of my friends. Wou'd 
you wish to see them ? 

L. Car. You wou'd very much oblige me. 

Fan. [Opens her port"JbHo.']This was my deceased 
brother. I believe it resembles what he was. 

L. Car. A most interesting countenance. It 
resembles you. 

Fan. I have been told so. I wou'd the like- 
ness held throughout. It neVer fell to my, lot to 
experience equal perfection in a human being, 
except in o^ne man, one friend in my afBiction, 
and, thank Heaven, he is living. 

Z. Car. You have the portrait of that friendi I 
hope. 

Fan. Yes, yes, I have that treasure. If the 
evil day shou'd ever come when I shall lose that 
friend. You weep — How happens it you are so 
tender, to weep for one you never saw before ? 

L. Car. Go on, go on ! Don't ask me why I 
weep. Describe his virtues, tell me all his 
bounties, then let me see if you have skill to 
paint the graces of his person. 

Fan. Ah, then I see you know him. 

Z. Car. You have found me. I came to im- 
pose upon you ; but I cannot. 

Fan. You are Lady Caroline Malcolm. 

Z. Car. I am that unhappy one. [She sinks into^ 
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a chair.'] Don't be alarm 'd, my dear ; I shall not 
faint. I am recovering — Don't shew me Man- 
ford's picture if I ask you ; that might be danger- 
ous ; never let me see him, whilst I have life. I 
cannot be your rival ; therefore don't liate me, 
for I will be your friend. I have taken all your 
drawings ; never more shall you be so degraded. 
Accept this pocket-book ; nay, 1 entreat you, I 
insist upon it ; it will supply you till I have more 
to give you. Will you admit me at this hour to^ 
morrow, and will you be alone? 

Fan. I must consult the Major, and shew him 
what you have been plcas'd to give me. 

L.Uar. Do so; do every thing that he approves, 
and then your conscience will approve ofyou. 

[Eseunt, 
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ACT IIL 

Mapletoft, Mrs. Mapletoft, Worthimak, 

Tim. 

Map. Come aloDff, gentlemen both. Here wc 
are all together ; a ftimily party ; I and my dame, 
my nephew and her nephew. Now to business^ 
— Timothy Mapletoft, man-milliner and mercer, 
hatter and hosier, and as many more et cseteras 
as may belong to you, I will begin with you. 

Tim. Hear I am, uncle; speak your pleasure. 

Map. Timothy, I did never hear that your 
mother's honesty was caird in question, there- 
fore I may conclude you are my own brother's 
son ; and of course my nephew : the premises 
being granted, I can't traverse the conclusion. 

Tim. May I be^further, uncle, if I don't think 
the air of London has set a new edge upon your 
wits, I never heard you hold forth so eloquently 
before. 

Map. Will you be silent ? If you will not, I 
shall pass you by, and turn to Worthiman — Being 
my nephew, you are my next of kin ; being my 
next of kin, you shou'd be my heir ; but whether 
that will so turn out or not, depends upon your- 
self. 

Tim. Oh, then its all settled, for I have all the 
good will in life that it shou'd so turn out, and 
speedily. 

Map. I am oblig'd to you ; but I don't mean 
to leave this life one hour the sooner for your 
wishing it. 

Worth. You liaye overshot yourself, Timothy; 
you had best mind your brief. 
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75m. Farmer Worthiman, mind your plough 
and your pig-stye, and don't tutor me in the 
graces. My uncle knows I did not wish to 
shorten his days; I only >vish*d him to shorten 
his dicourse. 

Map. And when did you ever speak, chattering 
puppy, that every body didn't wish you to shorten 
your discourse? stand aside, while I address my- 
self to the farmer, as you call him— John Worthi- 
man, farmer, yeoman, volunteer ! what have you 
to say for yourself ? 

Irorth. Nothing. I have nothing to say for 
myself. 

Map. What ! have you nothing — You that 
employ the plough for the sustenance of your 
countrymen, and carry a sword for their defence, 
have you nothing to say for yourself— And is this 
mati-milliner to say all? 1 wou'dn't be thought 
to despise any one for his vocation ; a man may 
measure out inkle and tape all the days of his 
life, and be an honest member of the community, 
but when he vapours over a character like yours, 
my blood boils in my veins, and makes me elo- 
quent — Worthiman, I call upon you to speak. 

JVorth. Uncle, I am no talker, and on this sub- 

i*ect I choose to be silent. Timothy is your right 
leir, I have no claim to one farthing of your 
money. I said a foolish thing when I jested him 
about minding his brief. I wish the words had 
never pass'd my lips; I am asham'd of myself; 
'twas unfair, and I ask his pardon. 

Tim. Oh, very well, I am glad you take shame 
to yourself. Now, uncle, I hope you will hear 
me again. 

Mrs. Map. Timothy Mapletoft, if you are 
wise, say nothing. Depend upon it you will ruin 
your own cause. 
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Tim. Thank you, good madam, but I know 
what I'm about. I was not born yesterday. I 
have carried on business in the capital of the 
county where I live, with unrivall'd reputation. 
My uncle himself has sate in my shop and wit- 
nessed the crowds of customers that flock'd to it. 
He has seen me serve them with a dexterity and 
address, that, I am sure, must have done me 
honour in his opinion. He has been present at 
the club when I have been calPd to the chair, 
.and elected toast-master; he has heard me give 
my song, when the whole room has echoed with 
applause of my falsetta-cadence at the close of 
it — Shall I give it you ? 

Map. Keep your tongue still, and don't expose 
yourself to the contempt of the company. 

Tim. I may expose myself to the contempt of 
this company, but I was not treated with con- 
tempt by the company at the Hand and Colly- 
flower assembly, when Lwas unanimously voted 
M. S. Master of the Ceremonies. Cou'd Worthi- 
man have executed that office? Cou^ a grazier 
have officiated for the Graces? He tou'd not. 
He may perhaps know his place in the manoeuvres 
of a squadron, but, believe me, he wou'd have 
been grievously out of the ranks in the evolu- 
tions of a cotillion. 

Map. Have you done ? 

Tim. For the present 

Map. Then take my advice, and walk out into 
the streets ; ask the first man you meet, the way 
to Lad-lane, betake yourself with all speed to 
the Swan with two necks, secure an outside place 
for to-morrow's stage-coach, seat yourself for 
once on the roof, and let the penance you shall 
there endure, work repentance for the folly you 
have been guilty of. Take notice, I don't turn 
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you out of my house, but as you advis'd me to 
shorten my discourse; I recommend you to 
shorten your stay. 

[Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Mapktoft. 

Timothy, Worthiman. 

Tim. You think, perhaps, you have vex*d me, 
Mr. Worthiman; that is not in your power. 
You flatter yourself that you can blind my eyes; 
that you cannot do. I understand your plot, be 
assured. 

Worth. What do you understand it to be ? 

Tim. Nothing more than an ingenious device, 
with your good aunt's assistance, to work me out 
of my uncle's favour, andyworm yourself into it. 

fVorth. rU answer that in three words, and 
then hold no further conversation with you on 
the subject — You are mistaken. 

T%m. I'll tell you this. Sir, for your comfort — 
I am not, as you are, of a fighting profession. 
There was a niomenl when I meditated to turn 
out a volunteer as you have done : it might have 
been a proud day for England if I had done so ; 
but the corps wou'd not buy their plumes at my 
shop, and I indignantly declined the service. I 
do not wear a sword, else I shou'd caill you out^ 
but I ^handle a pen, and you shall hear from me. 

fVorth. I hope so; but let me hear from you 
as a friend ; above all things, keep your resolu* 
tion, and don't call me out. We have been so 
long expecting, and so constantly prepared to 
obey the call, that if ever you were to make the 
experiment upon me, I might perhaps take you 
at your word, and in an unlucky moment, de- 
prive the world of a man-milliner. 

[Exeunt severally. 
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Scene changes. 
Manford and Wobthiman. 

JVorth. Major, I want a bit of your advice. 
Here am I every minute getting on faster and 
faster at a teasing rate, and can't find out for the 
life of me whether I'm in the right track or the 
wrong. Now, if you know Miss Fanny's mind 
about me, I think you wou'd not see me run my 
head against a disappointment, and not warn me 
ofit 

Man. Certainly not ; but are you fairly in to 
the full length of love, or only smitten with a 
pretty face ? 

fVarth^ Lord, with a face ! How can you talk 
of that ? If Miss Fanny had no beauty, I shou'd 
be in love with her for her modesty and good 
nature, and all that. 

Man. But as she has beauty, Worthiman, we 
don't know how much all that wou'd go for 
without it, 

Worth. Well, well, she is out of sight so far 
above me, that by my soul, I wou'd not be in 
love with her if I cou'd help it ; for I shoud'n't 
like to make myself a puppy, and be sent about 
my business by her : that wou'd hit hard*. But 
if you say to me — John, get thee home ; thou 
liast no chance ; why, I'll be off before you can 
look round. 

Man. I don't say that, nor do I say, go on^ 
unless you find yourself encouraged by hen 

JVorth, Why, sometimes I think yes, and some- 
times no. She says she likes the country ; what 
of that ? There are more countries in the world 
than mine. She takes delight in flowers, and she 
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loves iKJftses.; why, that's no proof that she loves 
tiiose who keep 'enii So you see, Majorj I'm 
hampered cruelly; and like enough, I, that have 
been happy ihr my whole life past, may now be 
miserable for my whole life to come. ' 

Man. No, your own heart will alwa,ys <make 
you happy. 

fVortk. Nay, I'm not sure that love i has not 
chang'd even that. I ^m no longer the contented 
man that I have been, I never yet look 'd over 
my own hedge with envy on my neighbour's pro- 
perty, but now, now I am the most dissatisfied 
fellow breathing; I want to be richer, and greater, 
and wiser, and every way better than lam, to be 
Worthy of Miss Rivers. 

Man. Wellj get you gone. I hear her coming 
hither, and we must have some private conver- 
sation. : 

Worth. Lord, Lord, what a nice creature she 
is ! [EjnU 

Fanny Rivers ^0 Manford. ^ 

■ Fan. Waa not that Mr. Worthiman ? 

Man. Yes, that was Mr. Worthiman. He and 
I have been in close conference; apd what do 
you infer from that, Fanny ? 

Fun. Nay, nothing. Sir. What shou'd I infer? 

Man. Why ^ you may suppose, if you please, 
that you yourself was in part the subject of our 
conference. I am apt to speak of you to those I 
confide in, for I think of you very much, and 
feel for you very sincerely. 

Fan, You are ever good to me. 

Man, I certainly have it most anxiously at 
heart, to see you happy and established. I know 
your worth, and can estimate your beauty and 
accomplishments at their full value* But what 
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are these attractionsi my poor Faniiy^ but aggra«[ 
yated danger, were you to remain single, andt 
be out of my protection? 

Fan. . Dear sir, don't speak of that, at least not 
now, for I have something to impart to you, of 
which my heart is full, and throbbing with im« 
patience to unburden itself. Pray, do not start 
at what I am about to tell you ; but give me time 
to explain myself— I have been visited by Lady 
Caroline Malcolm — 

Man. Fanny — 

Fan. Remember my petition, and hear me. 
She was introduced to me, as a purchaser of my 
productions, and in the course of our conversa-^ 
tion, you being mentioned, her agitation became 
uncontrollable, and she discovered herself to me. 

Man. What caus'd her agitation ? 

Fan. I had shewn her my brother's portrait, 
and was about to shew her yours. She had anx- 
iously desired to see it; but it was not pro- 
duced. 

Man. You have done wrong. 

Fan. Then I have err*d in ignorance*. Oh ! 
sir, I never yet upheld my judgment against 
yours ; but in this single instance conscience and 
humanity plead for me. Picture to yourself a 
being of her exquisite sensibility surprised into 
a discovery, and fainting, as it were, in my very 
arms. What was I to dor Could I insult her 
situation ? Was it for me to aggravate her afllic- 
tion ? 

Man. No, no, oh no ! I have wrongfully ac- 
cused you. I should have pitied her, I should 
have supported her — How then could you do 
less? 

Fan. I'm glad you see my conduct in that light, 
for if the forfeiture of your good opinion had 
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been attach'd to what I did, I must have sympa- 
thized with one; whose agony arose from sucn a 
cause. 

Man, Fanny, for my sake, give no more de- 
scriptions ; but, if you have any circumstance 
untold, briefly relate it. 

Fan. She presented me with this. I have not 
opened it. [Shews the pocket'book. 

Man. The pocket-book I gave her. Open it; 
come, come, untie it, and see what it contains. 

Fan. Mercy defend me ! What can all these 
be ? [Takes out bank-bills. 

Man. Too much, too much — I can't examine 
them. Put 'em up again, put 'em up a^ain. 

Fan. Here is a writing. Shall I read it to you ? 

Man. I don't know — Give me time. Read it 
to yourself, and use your own discretion. 

Fan. I must not read it to you. It is too flat- 
tering. 

Man. Give it me. [reads.] " Madam, 1 now 
*' restore to you the last memorial of an injured 
^* man, who, though for ever lost, will be for ever 
'* lov'd. It is not flt that I should keep a token 
" of him, whom you deserve, and I do not. The 
*^ sum inclosM shall annually be repeated, whe- 
" ther I live or die — Yours, Caroline." — Here, 
take it, take it. [He rises. 

Fan. What must I do with it? 

Man. How can I tell? Can't you perceive I 
am not fit to answer you ? Why do you urge such 
questions? — [Exit. 

Fanny alone. 

•■ , ■ 
Ohi heav'ns, he is angry. No, that cannot be. 

His noble heart is torn with struggling passions 

— And see ! he comes again. 
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Manfobd returns. 

Man. My dear« dear child, forgive those hasty 
words ! I cannot pain thy gentle heart, my Fanny, 
and be at peace one moment. 

Fan. £nough, my generous friend, more than 
enough. TTis done away. Tis past. 

Man. You see, you know the cause. Fanny, 
Fanny, how I have lov*d that woman ! — 

Fan. How you do love her ! Come, you must 
forgive. Errors repented of, correct the heart. 

Man. Hush ! — 

Fan. No, sir, you are studious to point out my 
happiness ; now let me shew you where your own 
is fixt. 

Man. What can you know of Lady Caroline ? 
She has a thousand captivating ways. You are 
all credulity, and shexan talk. 

Fan. She can do more than talk. Here is a 
witness — [Shews the pocket-book.] and now, sir, I 
must tell you,'I expect her with every moment.* 

Man. What I expect her here ! Will she come 
here again? I must not see her. 
• Fan. She does not look for it : she does not 
wish it; nay, she conditioned with me that I 
should be alone. 

Man. Oh, very well ! She does not wish to sec 
me — 'Tis very well. I understand it all. 

Fan. My dear, dear sir, what are you talking 
of? 

Man. Of nothing — of a woman. I have done. 
I am all over wounded, and am silent, whilst she 
cries out, who has not got a scratch. 



LOVERS RESOLUTIONS 4U 



Mistress of the House enters. 

Mis. The lady, who was here yesterday, de* 
sires to know if she can see Miss Rivers alone. 

Man. Oh, yes, alone — Miss River^st is alone — 
The lady may come up. [Exit Mistress ^ of the 
House.] She will not see me — ^Well, well, that 
may be, as I shall please — Fanny, we'll have no 
more of these visits. [Eait. 

Fanny alone. 

I never saw him in this way before. I am so 
terrified, I scarce know how I shall support my- 
self in this dilemma. 

Lady Caroline enters to Fannt Rivers. 

L. Car. I venture once more to intrude 
upon you, Miss Rivers, for a few minutes. I 
confess it was curiosity led me hither, for the 
first time ; I now come to you for the last time 
in friendship and affection, to renew the tender 
of my services* Does Major Manford know that 
I am with you ? 

Fan. He does. 

L. Car. Is he at home ? 

Fan. He is at home. 

L.Car. Then, my dear, I have only to say to 
you, that, resolv'd as I am to relinquish all hope 
of conciliating Major Manford, the only consor 
lation I have left is, that of enabling you to make 
him happy. 

Fan. Lady Caroline, I beg pardon, but really 
I don't clearly comprehend you. 

L. Car. Nay, my dear, I presume you read my 
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note, and have examined the contents of the 
pocket- bodk. 

Fan. Your note, madam, has been read, but 
the amount of your donation has not been exa- 
mined. 

* Z. Car. You'll find it to be two hundred pounds. 
That sum I mean to settle on you as an annuity ; 
well knowing that those humble resources, which 
you avail yourself of in your single' state, Man- 
ford's spirit would not suffer you to condescend 
to, as his wife. 

Fan. As his wife ! that I can never be. Lady 
Caroline, you are in an error that has led you to 
misapply your favours, you must allow me to 
return them to you. 

L. Car. Stop, if you please. Inform me first, 
if you are well assured of what you tell me. 

Fati. I tell you perfect truth. 

L. Car. Have you Manford's permission for it? 
Have you his word, his authority for what you 
say ? 

Fan. All ; every thing, that can convince me 
it is not in his contemplation, nor ever ought to 
be in mine. 

Z. Car. Never ought to be ! Then you have 
had hopes ? 

Fan. None. His honour never sufFer'd me to 
have them. 

Z. Car. 'Tis wonderful. You certainly deserve 
him. He must admire you, and I am persuaded 
the only obstacle to your obtaining him is want 
of fortune. That I have now supply 'd from my 
abundance : take it, and be happy ! Comfort 
enough for me that I have atonM. 

Fan. Madam, that ofl^er is so truly noble, I 
only wish, for your sake and for Major Manford's, 
that he were present to have heard you make it. 
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MAVTOfLD enters. 

Man. My Lady Caroline, my servant tells me, 
your father waits — 

L. Car^ Sir ! Major Manford L 1*11 attend my 
father as soon as I am able. 

Man. Ah, madam, these are unprofitable, pain- 
ful visits. I should not so lament them, Ladv 
Caroline, if no one suffered by them but myseln 

Fdn^ Alas, you friji^hten me, you look so pale, 
my dear, dear sir, I'm sure you are not well. 

Man. I am wounded both by friend and enemy 
— In spirit and in body. 

L. Car..{runs to him.'] Help, help I he'll faint. 
Cairfor some help directly— Oh, Manford^ Man- 
ford, how. my heart bleeds for you I / 

Man. Don't be alarm'd. I thank you for your 
kind and tender care of me. Twill soon be over. 
I am recovering. 

L. Car. Kest upon me ! I can support you 
still. 

Man. If we poor soldiers could be so supported, 
we should seek out for wounds, or perhaps feign 
them. • 






WoRTHiMAK and David enter. 

But here's my friend, and honest David — Tis not 
the first time he has borne me off. 

Dav. Come, come. Major ; I knew this wound 
would trouble you. You must lie down upon th« 
couch awhile. 

Man. Worthiman, I charge you take care of. 
Lady Caroline ; conduct her to her coach. Lord 
Burville waits. » 

L. Car. May I not stay with you ? 
, VOL. I. £ e 
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Man. No, no ; this soldier and my Fanny here 
will take me to my chamber. Worthiman, be 
careful of the lady. 

[Fanny and David lead out MatiforcL 

Lady Carolin£ and Worthiman. 

• * 

L.Car. Heaven guard his life 1 Ah, Mr. Wor- 
thiman, you are his friend. You may return to 
him ; I never must. 

War. Don't say so, Lady Caroline. I can't hear 
you speak so despairingly, and not £eel for you. 
My friend feels for yoH too : I am surfe he aoes. 
He couldn't be the brave man that he is — He 
. couldn't be a manat all, if he did not. Don't 
icry, d)on't cry 1 I cannot bear to see it. Dry up 
your tears, knd get into the coach. I'll come and 
tell yout how he is directly— Within an hour at 
. most = * : .^ 

L. Car. Will you indeed ? 

/For. jl will, upon my soul; and toiogyou^om- 
fort too — at least I hope so. 

L. Car. Then you have a generous hearty and 
I am with yoUi Give me your hand. ^ 

IVor. There it is — A hard one — but not such 
my heart. [Exeunt. 
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ACT iV. ! 



Major Manford, Worthiman, and David. 



* r 
• V » 



Dav. I pray your honour not to think of going 
out of doors as yet. 

\ Wor, No, no, indeed, Major,. you^inost be con- 
tent to stay at home and nurse yourself. '' 
Dav. I know the nature or thbse gun-shot 
Aroundg. P have been 'seiz*d in the same way 
many ^a tittie, when I thought myself quite well, 
and alll^as over. After I got thi^ knock upoti 
my sk«ill, I had such vagaries m my head at 
times, that people thought me crazy. Ah, Mr. 
WoTthiman, folks at home little think what we 
poor soldiers sufFer. 

Man. John, have you sent to Lady Caroline, 
to say that I'm recover'd ? 

War. She shall' be informed of it. 
Dav. Please your honour, I am of opinion that 
the best doctors in the world are women, espe- 
cially if they are handsome. I ne^er shall forget 
the Serjeant's pretty wtfe, that' brought me to, 
when I was left for dead upon the sand hills 
yonder. 

Man. Go, get you ^one. Leave me with Mr* 
Worthiman. 

Dav. Well, I am glad you are come about 
again, however. \^Exit David. 

Man. David chatters at random. But there is 
meaning mix'd with his nonsense. His remark 
about Women is not far from the truth ; they are 
no bad docior^, Worthiman, after all. I dare say 
you would have taken my fit to have lam in 
Fanny^B arm^, as Ldid in Lady Caroline's. — 

£eS 
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JVor. For half an hour of such delight, upon 
my soul, I would have endured torments. By 
the way, Major, I did not think, just then, that 
you were very much to be pitied. 

ipANNT Rivers enters* 

Fan. Ah, my dear sir, thank heaven you are 
recover'd ! How you did frighten us! Poor Lady 
Caroline — 

Man. Well, if you please, popr Lady Caroline 
7— though I was just then thi nuking of poor Fanny 
^--I am free to o\yn to you, I .now begin to doubt 
my resolution, and seriously suspect I must be* 
take myself to the coward's resource, and run 
away. 

JVor. No, hang it, M^or, better stand your 
ground, and die a sturdy, valiant, married man, 
than run away and linger out your life, a sneak- 
ing bachelor. 

Man. Worthiman, don't talk treason. I don't 
want your pounsel ; I only ask, if I come to your 
door, whether you'll let m^ in. 

JVor. Will I ! Oh I hang it, Major, will I not, 
come how jour may ; but if you bring my lady, 
I've room lor two. S . 

Man. Well, never fear me. I shan't come 
alone. This dear ;good girl will not desert her 
friend, even in his flight. Will you make room 
forher.^ 

JVor. Jerusalem ! Make room — I'll pull the 
barns down, buti'U make rooip for her. Sulphur 
and smoke, what a bright day will that be, when 
I see her enter ^ly humble cottage. She must 
stoop that lovely head, if she has plumes upon 
it, to enter my Ipw doors. I am fain to do it, 
when I have got my helmet; on, myself. Take 
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notice, Miss Fanny, you sai4 you lov'd a horse — 
didn't you say it? 

Fan. I did, and I repeat it. 

IVor. Well then, remember when the troop 
turns out, and I am in the saddle on my charger, 
you will love one of us. 

Fan. True; but don't quarrel with your horse 
about it. I shall wish well to both. 

Man. Now then, my dear, no trifling ; you see 
our friend here loves you at his heart. Yt>u would 
not hurt him ; 'tis not in your nature. If you are 
not disposed to make him happy ; don't go to his 
house anc) make him miserable. 

Fan. Well, sir, after what you have said, I can't 
plead ignorance of conditions; so that if you 
were this moment on your departure, and the 
carriage at theldoof, I would, I would — Worthi- 
man, what do you guess I would do? I would 
get into it, and take the consequences. [^Exit. 

Manford, Worthiman. 

Man. There, John ; I think this looks auspi- 
ciously. If I can see you and my Fauny happy, 
'twill be a balance against many sorrows. 

tVor. I thank you, Major, but I check my joy, 
because I think one friend should not be merry, 
whilst t'other friend is sad. But still, I hope, 
you're not resolv'd to leave that charming wo- 
man, in whose fond arms you seem'd content to 
die. Can you not also be content to live, and 
let her live ? You would not treat your enemy, 
if he was at your feet, as you treat her. 

Man. That's a strong charge. You have not 
heard. my Wrongs. 

tVor. Are any wrongs too great to be for- 
given ? 
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Man. If yoM can prove, when I am once de- 
ceived, I ought to trust the person that deeeiv'd 
me, you then, and not tili then, may set up a de- 
fence for her duplicity. 

fVor. Well, Major, I M^as always taught to 
think, that mercy and forgiveness were insepa- 
rably from the character of a hero ; but, I per- 
ceive, no man is a hero in every moment of his 
life. 

Man. Come, come, ^ve don*t agree; so let us 
part, whilst we are friends. [Ejceunt severally. 

Scene changes to Lord Burville's House. 

Lord BuRviLLE, General Hjghmore, Lady 

Caroline. 

Gen. My lord and brother, and my lady niece, 
I am glad you lay aside all thoughts of Manford. 
'Tis not for your honour to entertain them ; 'tis 
not for your repose. Observe, I don't spealc 
hypothetically. 

Z. Bur. You seldom do, and in this case, per- 
haps, you have reason for your confidence. 

Gen. I have. I've been with Manford ; I am 
in his bosom. We quarrell'd, I confess, and well 
nigh fought; but I saw reason, and fdr once I 
was pacified. 

L. Car. I am glad to hear it. 

Gen. You may be glad, for you were the cause 
of it. Now then, to avoid all future quarrels, I 
must recommend a journey to the country with 
all Convenient speed. In that advice I am cate-- 
gorical. 

L. Bur. But, brother, sure the town is bi^ 
enoughforhimandus; besides, it does notsiiit me. 

Gen. It does not suit you ! Will Lord Burviil^ 
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say it does ilot suit hini, when I say bisi reputa*^ 
lion dictates his departure out of the sphere of 
public observation? 

Z. Bur. General, you arc not a father, and I am. 
I don't wish to carry the -corpse of my daughter 
into the country, so long as I can keep her alive 
by staying in town. I am not quite so fond of 
that sort of reputation, as you would have me to 
be. To be more explicit with you, Caroline does 
not quite abandon hope. 

Gend Hope is a cheat, a counterfeit, that palms 
false coin upon us for true. When fortune is in 
my power, I command her; when she is not, I 
never deign to court her. I am inexorable to 
her flattery. "^ 

L. Car. True, uncle, you are perfect in all 
points ; I am a poor weak-Avoman, as you see me, 
aiming to catch at every straw that floats, in 
hopes to save myself from deep despair. My 
father, heaven reward him for his goodness, has 
pity for me, and'is patient. You, I know, have 
great consideration for my honour; but, as you 
never have experienc'd the strength of love, you 
never have submitted to the weakness of pity. 

Gen. No, madam, I have been no slave to love. 
-It w&s a flaw in Manford's character, a stain, a 
blot, that glory has rubb'd out I prob'd him to 
•the quickf and found him sound,^ immutably re- 
'Sblv'd not to relapse into his former weakness; 
-and I tell you, that, as you should not deceive 
you t^elf with hope, you should not trouble him 
with perseverance. If what I've said persuades 
you to release him, 'tis well ; if not, I shall 
tiphold him in his i^esdlution/ This is my fixt 
declaratory purpose, founded on judgment in- 
contii^vcrtible. Good day to ypul [Ej^it. 

L. Bur. Poor silly soul, how he does weary 
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me with his dogmatical nonsense! Don't you 
expect a messenger from Manford ? 

Z. Car. I do, and have given orders to let him 
in. 'Tis Worthiman, the bosom friend of Man- 
ford, I am expecting — and behold, he's here ! 

Worth I MAN enters. 

L. Car. You are punctual to your promise— 
Now, what news ? 

tVorth. Good news. The Major has had no 
relapse. 

L. Car. Is he quite recovered — 
' Worth. I think so. 

L. Bur. Sir, yeu are welcome : I rejoice to sec 
you, and cordially I thank you for your care of 
my poor Caroline. 

JVoath. My Lord, Tm proud to be of any ser- 
vice to my Lady Caroline, or to your Lordship, 
in my humble way. 

L. Car. Pray, let me ask you, have you any 
message ? 

Worth. From Manford, none. But I am not 
out of hope, from what I see, things may be 
coming round. My Lord, you'll pardon me for 
my plainness with Lady Caroline, I'm under pro- 
mise to tell the truth, and that suits me biest. 

L Bur. It suits me also, sir; so pray proceecj. 

Worth, Nay, I have little more than what I've 
told. I wou'd not flatter Lady Caroline, but yet 
I cannot for my soul conceive how any man can 
long hold out against her. I only guess at others 
by myself. 

L. Bur. Then you make flattering guesses, let 
me lell vou. 

L. Car. Did your friend know that you were 
coming hither? 
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fVortk. I told hjim so. He oharg'd me to report 
to him if youi were well,; and foui^d no ill effects 
from your alarm. 

L. Car. That was most kind. 

Worth. I don't see that; I think he might have 
said a good deal more, and not been overkind. 
Yet, to do him justice, I do believe he f^lt more 
than his words expressed. 
. Z. Car. That, that was kinder still. 

Worth. I can't discover any thing extraordi- 
nary in that either, but your Ladyship knows 
best, ril now take my leave, and if any thing 
material occurs,. V\\ be sure to come to you. 

L. Car. Thank you, my good friend, heartily 
I thank you- My love to Fanny — If Manford 
recollects to ask about me, tell him Tm well; no 
more. 

Worthy You are right — No more. If he comes 
on no faster, 'tis not the lady's part to make the 
play, as we say. on the turf. Farewell, my Lord, 
farewell, Lady Caroline I If in vain for Manford 
your bright eyes glister, I know not of what 
materials he is made-r-Not human flesh and blood, 
I should guess. [Eaxunt. 



Scene changes. The Lodging- House^ 

Tim Mapletoft meeting David. 

. Tim. How do you do, courteous sir? I am 
proud to meet you. I court your acquaintance, 
for I perceive a great benignity and natural 
sweetness in your attractive features. If your 
occasions call yqu down to Maidstone, I'm in a 
public line of busiuess there, and shall be glad to 
<^nt0rtaiu:you. 
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Dm. Ob, veiy wellj I seppose you keep a 
public'housd of entertainment-^-Wbat's tbc sign 
ofit? 

Jim. The sign, the s?g^ \ I dooH ha^g oyt a 
sign, rm uot a publican. I don't look like a 
publican. l ^ i 

Dav. I d6n*t kno\^ that you tio4 What are you 
then? A dancing-master? 

Tim. You are wider still; though dancing is 
my pastime ; it is not my profession. 

Dav. Then dammee if I Care what you are. 
Only Pm sure youVe not a gentleman. 

Tim. So far you're right, for in the strictness 
of speaking, I am both male and female; a man* 
milliner — ^Two sexes in one; the judgment of 
tbe man, and the genius of the milliner. 

Dav. Oh, very well. I have but one character, 
and I wou'd not change it for both your's. I am 
a soldier; now, \^hat do you want with me? 

Tim. Your friendship and assistance ; in Teturn 
for which V\\ give you such a piece of nankeen 
cloth, as shall set you up with pantaloons and 
waistddats as long as you live. 

Diiv, Well, how much friendship doyott look 
to have for your nankeen ? 

Tim. As much as may facilitate my approach 
to the object of my adoration. . 

Dav. And what kind of thing is the object of 
your adoration ? 

7V;w. The most delectable of all things; your 
young mistress, the lovely and elegant Miss 
Fanny Rivers. 

Dav. VHiati have you got a box of caps to 
shew her? she won't buy of you ; she won't deal 
with a man, that robs the poor women of their 
trade. > 

Tim. I don't want her to buy ; I doii^ wish to 
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introduce my box. It wou'd only be in my way 
when I throw my person at her feet 

Dav. Oh, now I understand you. You have 
your person to dispose of, and you wish to thtow 
it at her feet. I'll accommodate you directly.. 
Have you got the nankeen ready ? Til introduce 
you without loss of time. 

Tim. My dear, dear friend, I am everlastingly 
bound to you. 

Dav. Oh, not at all. Tis only one flight 
higher in the two-pair-of-stairs. Fll show you 
up to her apartment directly ; you need not 
trouble your head how to come down again ; for 
you'll return home by a short way out of the 
window; you'll have a quick journey, for youHl 
never touch ground till you find yourself in the 
area. Now if you don't like to put yourself in 
my hands, apply to my master. 

Tim. No, no, I'm too wise for that. I'll run 
no risqucs of that sort — If the servant talks of 
throwing me out of the window, the master can't 
do less than kick me down the stairs. A fine 
family I've got amongst — but I can tell 'em, my 
love is not to be slighted — ^Many a fair one 
before now has sigh'd in secret — and even if I 
shou'd stoop to Dolly Dowlass, poor soul! she 
might be taught, under my tuition, to make a 
genteel appearam^e. \Exit. 

Man FORD enters. 

Mm. David, the General is come again. Go, 
and attend upon him, 

Dav. I believe, I need not load the pistoU this 
time. .[Exit. 



4!28 LOVERS RESOLUTIONS. 

General Highmore enters. 

Gen. Manford, Fm yours. I won't repeat pro- 
fessions. I am your friend, and come to give 
you a proof of it. 

Man. I never doubted you. But what has 
occurr'd ihat calls for your good offices ? 

Gen. I do not like the proceedings of my 
family. The Earl of Burviile, though he is my 
brother, is a weak man, I hardly know a weaker. 
Sir, on my word, I say it to you in confidence, 
though a peer of the re^lm, he has not the wit of 
a wood-pigeon. 

Man. You under value him : indeed you do. 

Gen. Sir, give me leave — I have been labour- 
ing to set him right, but advice does him no 
good. Nay, I rather think I have left him in 
worse confusion than I found him. 

Man. That is sometimes the case. 

Gen. It is very many times the case between 
him and me. His head is not malleable; I can- 
not hammer any sense into it. His faculties are 
obtuse. 

Man. To what particular instance of that do 
you now refer ? 

Gen. Sir, I cannot prevail upon him to exone- 
rate you from all farther trouble or concern on 
my niece's account, say what I will. Though 
she weeps incontinently as soon as evtt you are 
nam'd, 1 cannot convince him that you are not 
to be melted by her tears. 

Man. I should be very sorry if you could. 

Gen. Pardon me, sir, I should be very sorry if • 
I neglected any thing, that can make for your 
repose, and settle so tedious a business. My 
orolher, not content with tormenting others, 
torments himself also. Becausei Caroline has 
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caird in her lawyer to make her will, he foolishly 
conceives she will make her exit, t know that 
has been said upon the coming in of the doctor, 
but I never heard it applied to the lawyer. 

Man. General, I must plainly tell you, the 
greatest favour you can shew me, and the only 
one, is to let your brother and niece act for them- 
selves, and not trouble yourself to interfere any 
farther between them and me. 

Gen. I hope to do that effectually, for if my 
advice is taken, you hear tio more of Caroline, 
and she goes out of town to-morrow. 

Man. Then, sir, I follow her. 

Gen. You follow her ! 

Man. Yes, sir, I follow her. Upon the slightest 
alarm, she supports me ; if I suffer, she is all 
agitation, all alive to pity. Shall I sit still, while 
she is on the rack? No, sir, nor yoii, nor any 
man alive, shall force her from me, when my 
consolation is wanted to support her. 

Gen. You astonish me: your mutability sur- 
prises me. I leave you all resentment, I find 
you all tenderness. I do not feel myself ex- 
tremely well considered in all this. What fatality 
attends me, that, wherever I turn, I find confu- 
sion gathering all around me ? 

Man. You bring it with you, General, you 
don't find it. 

Gen. You are not strictly courteous when you 
say so. 1 leave you ; I withdraw ; you charge 
upon me. My friendship is suspended; it lies 
over with other lesser points ad referendum. 

[Exit.^ 

Manfoud. 

> 

Man. That man has more persuasion in his blun- 
ders, than others h£^ve in all their eloquence. [^Exit. 
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ACT V* 



Tim Mapletoft alone. 



Tim. I have thought it over very coolly, and I 
am quite positive lam in love with Fanny Rivers. 
Her charms will make me happy, her wit will 
make me g.ay, and her genius will make me rich,. 
What enchanting tambour waistcoats and em- 
broider'd muslins shall I display upon my counter^ 
from patterns of her drawing ! I have penned her 
a very elegant epistle — Some passages, I confesa, 
are not quite new, but, if the author had not 
thought of the Ml, j should ; so they are all the 
same as my own. I left it an .her table. It's a 
good thought, and will save her all that pretty 
confusion, which young ladies choose to be in, 
whep proposals are made to them, YeSj yes ; I 
left. it on her tablcT— To Miss Faany Rivers; 
these ;! 2ooks, here's my uncle.. 

Mapletoft enters. 

Map. Timothy, you have got out of one scrape, 
take care how you get into another. Remember 
that humility becomes a man in your humble 
station. 

Tim. It does so, uncle. Til be very humble.. 

Map. When you are in company with your 
betters — which you easily may — don't be fond 
of chattering. Silence will become you best. 

21m. It will so, uncle. 1*11 be very silent. 

Map. When you are call'd upon to sp^ak. 
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:^tehtchi 19! not iikely to happen' oft^oi^Speak to 
thepoint only, and speak modestly. » ' • 

31w; i wUl^ uncle. I'll bfe very ntbdest> and 
go the povnlt dhectly. . 

Map, iAbove • all tbin(gs, don't be so' eternally 
talking about your shop. When yoU' arc in it, 
be in it} when you are out x)f it, be oiit of it. 
' Tm, Thank you, uncld. ril be out of it alto- 
gether, add never sayanother word about it. 
Any thing more in my way, uncle ? I hope yofu 
i haven't Jclone : I could hear y6u for ever. 

Map. If you mind these few maxims, theiy 
^^ill do you no harm y if you do not mind these, 
/Jinore woul<i do you no good. 

Tim. Very true, uncle. More wouldn't do me 
th6 least good. These are quite enough. 

Map. The wisest step you can take, will be to 
look out for a sober, staid, discreet wbman, and 
marry. ! i 1 

Tim; I will, uncle. I'll look out sharp for just 
such a woman, and* when I have found hei^ if 
she happens ta be very young and vdrypVfetty, 
you know I can't help it : if ^he plaj^sr and^ngs 
and draws, and has all the accomplishmeiats in 
the worlds it won't be my fault. I need not like 
her the less for that. I'll be sure to look about 
me, and when I've settled it in my mind to marry 
her, suppose I write her a letter, and leave it on 
her table*— What do you think of that, uncle? It 
/shall be very humble ; there shan't be a word of 
the shop in it ; no chattering, but to the point 
directly. 

David enters with a Letter. 

Dav. Here, Mr. Timothy Mapletoft, man-mil- 
liner, here's your letter that you left upon Miss 
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Fanny's tabled It won't do. She sends it back 
to you. 

Map. Ji letter! Sirrah, had you the assurance 
to leave a letter on Miss Fanny's table? 

Dav. Yes, and to drop a few hints ^out you. 
Read it, sir, read it. 

Map. [Opens the letter^ puts on his spectaclesi, and 
reads.] ^'Adorable lady! a glancefrom your bright 
'' eyes has lighted up the flames of love in my 
" combustible heart"— 

Tim. That's not my owti. I took that out of a 
book. 

Map. " I am heir to! a rich old uncle, who 
*' means, some time or another, to die, and leav^ 
" me his fortune" — 

Tim. That is my own. 

Map. So is not the fortune, or ever will be. 
[Reads.] ** These things being premised; t throw 
** myself at your feet, and wait your answer" — 

Tim. That's all, excepdng name at the bottom. 
I think, unciei that is short, and to the point. 

Map. I'll be short too^ — Get out of my house ; 
pack up your band-boxes and be off! that's to 
the point. 

Dao. Walk out^ walk out, and be devoutly 
thankful, that he who built the house, did not 
forget to make a door,, and thereby save you 
from a flying leap over the iron spikes, which, 
being only a man* milliner, and not a Mamaluke, 
you might not have clear'd. [Ereunt. 
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Scene changes. 
Manford and Worthiman. 

Man. Well, my good friend, you have had a 
lon^ t6te-k-t6te with your beloved Fanny. Let 
me nope all matters are adjusted to mutual satis- 
faction. 

fFor. No, Major, no. I'm terribly cast down. 
She's very kind and good ; I can't deny it ; but 
'tis a bitter waiting-job for me; nay, I despair 
of it altogether, for I conclude you never mean 
to marry, and till that comes to pass, she is de- 
termin'd to remain single. 

Man. Is that her resolution ? 

fVbr. That is her resolution. Nothing can 
move her. I*m sure I can't. She'll tell you so 
herself. 

Fanny Rivers enters. 

Man. Fanny, what's this I hear of you? You 
will not marry Worthiman, unless I marry first — 
Absurd ! Why do you make these terms against 
yourself, and him and me, whose happiness is so 
wrapt up in yours ? 

Fan. Sir, you have been the orphan's only friend, 
my dear, my honour'd, my rever'd protector. 
You sought out this gentleman, you threw him 
in my way, and 'twas my fortunate chance to 

fain his love. I know, I am assur'd, if you were 
appy, I should be so. But, as I am persuaded 
that cannot be your lot till you are reconciled to 
Lady Caroline, I will never leave you with my 
own will, and if you force me from you, it is not 
Worthiman that shall protect me ; for recollect, 

VOL. I. Ff 
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it was your own command, that I should not 
enter his house to make him miserable. 

Man. Fanny, your strong and resolute appeal 
strikes to my heart. When your humility as- 
sumes this tone^ 'tis fit that my pride should 
understand itself, and stoop as it now does. It 
has led me too far ; I'd give this krm fron\ off 
this body td call back that too hasty, that in^ 
suiting resolutioti, with which I have opposed the 
meek advances, the. penitence, the persevering 
affection of Lady Caroline, whose patience^ if 
she is not itiore than tnortali must be wearied 
out, and tum'd to hatreds 

Fan. Noj on my life ! Let mc go to her^ sir. 

Mani Go^ Fanny, go ; when an kngel pleads, 
who can despair ? 

TVor. Major, let me go too. 

Man. Oo, both of you--^And, Fanny^ take the 
pocket-book* Tell her, I wish'd it only to be«- 
long to her, that has possession of my heart, and 
as such beg her to keep it I shall follow you. 
Farewell. [Exeunt. 



Scent change^ Lord Burville's H^u^e^ 

Lord BuRviLLE, Lady Caroline. 

L. Car. My father, my dear father, I am come 
to set you free from all that helvy load, which 
I have kid upon your patient spirit. You have 
suffered much for your poor Oiroline. I fled 
from persecution^ you receiv'd me; and now^ 
when I'm rejected by the man, who should have 
had more feeling, your arms are open to me« 
Take me then entire, and may I prove that com^ 
fort^l" to you, that ywi have been t6 me I IVom 
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this time forth^ you shall not hear the name of 
M anford pass my lips. 

L. Bur. Come to my arms ! indeed, indeed, my 
child, we have bent the knee too long to that 
proud idol. 

L. Car. Spare him, however. He was deeply 
hurt. High spirits will burst out into strong 
flames, and great affection turns to great resent- 
ment Yet I should think he might have been 
appeas'd; twice have I visited his house, and 
once you have waited ota him. What else I've 
done, becomes me not to name. Too much, per>- 
haps, for my own dignity I've stoop'd. It he 
could feel, he must ere now have felt. 

Servant enters. 

Scro. A lady and gentleman from Major Man^ 
ford's request to be admitted to your ladyship. 

L.Car. What shall I say ? 

Z. Bur. Admit them. [J5J^iV Servant. 

Z. Car. My lord, you'll have the goodness not 
to leave me* 

WoRTHiMAN wrf Fanny enter. 

Fan. We have the honour of waiting upon you, 
Lady Caroline, by the desire of Major Man- 
ford. 

L. Car. What is it, he has been pleas'd to 
encharge you with to me ? 

Fan. He hopes you'll let this little token rest 
with you, to whom he first devoted it, and that 
you'll still believe his heart goes with it — Will 
you not deign to take it ? [Offers the pocket-book. 

L. Car. On these terms, how can I ? It is but 
mockery to annex his heart to any thing he send/s 

Ff2 
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to me — ^"except yourself, Miss Rivers. However, 
if you must return it back — ^There is a table. 

[Fanny deposits it. 

Fan. I'm very sorry that my first commission 
is so received, as to give little hope that what I 
have in further charge to ask, can meet with your 
consent. 

L. Car. What else have you to ask ? 

Fan* Permission, that Major Manford may be 
admitted to your ladyship. 

L. Car. Oh, if you knew the agony it gives to 
tear open a wound, staunch'd only, but not heal'd, 
you would not ask it. No, no, you know too 
well how I have sunk myself in seeking him ; 
you cannot wish to humble me still lower ; for 
your own sex's dignity you cannot. You, Mr. 
Worthiman, will witness for me how eagerly I 
caught at any mark of kindness from him, even 
to self-deception. 

JVor. Yes, I can witness it, because it's true : 
but 'tis the worst truth that I ever witness'd. 

i. Bur. If Major Manford's visit is to me, I 
will receive him, but my daughter cannot. 

Z. Car. I presume. Miss Rivers, what I took 
the liberty of inclosing in that pocket-book for 
your acceptance, is return'd with it. 

Fan. I believe so, madam. I've not examined 
it. Will you be pleas'd to open it? 

i. Car Why should I r I'm sure his pride has 
spurn'd my humble offerings. 

fVor. No, no ; if that gives you offence, 'tis I, 
that am in fault there, not he ; I should be sorry 
not to defend him where I can, with truth ; for 
after all, by my soul, I never knew his equal. 

L. Car. I stand corrected — [Opens the pocket^ 
book.] Ah ! what have we here ? Did you put 
this in? 
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Fan. No, madam ; What is it? 

Z. Car. Himself— For never did I see a por- 
4:rait so speakingly alive. Look here, my lord ! 
the very man — Is it not finely done ? 
* L. Bur. I am no judge. Return it to Miss 
Rivers. 

L. Car. I should rather hope Miss Rivers will 
allo>v me to keep it, if it were only for the artist's 
sake. 

Fan. If you have nothing else but that in view, 
you will return it for the artist's sake. 

Servant enters. 

Sero. Major Manford desires Mr. Worthiman 
to be informed that he is waiting. 

/For. Very well, sir, I'll come to him. [Exit 
Servant."] Now, Lady Caroline, if you are resolv'd 
not to see him, send him his dismission by me, 
and not by your servant. I am sure, with your 
kind heart, you don't wish to take the most un- 
gracious way of doing it. 

L. Car. Indeed, sir, I do not. 

Wor. Especially as he is just now not very 
well: 

Z. Bur. Does he suffer any ill effects from his 
wound ? 

fVor. No, no, my lord ; if you had seen him, 
as I have seen, you would well know what sort 
of wound it is he suffers by. Ah 1 I have seen 
him in critical situations. I have had him in my 
house, when a man wouldn't give a week's pur- 
chase for his life. You recollect the time, my 
lady, when he embark'd for Hblland. 

L. Car. Yes, yes, I recollect that time too well. 
A fatal time to both of us it was. 

If or. Well, I don't speak for that. He had his 
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share of it, that I can witness. I never bslw a 
.man so heart«broken. The first day that I no- 
ticed him, was on the beach at.DeaK He was 
speaking to his soldiers, and they cheer'd him. 
In all my days, I never saw the face and form of 
man at once so noble and so pitiable. I couldn't 
stand it : I came up to him, and ask'd him if he'd 
take a yeoman's welcome — I had a house hard 
by — the town was crowded, and I could lodge 
him comfortably at least — He turn'd a look upon 
me — Gracious heaven ! I shall never forget it. 

Z. Car^ No, no, I see it. She has caught it 
here — [Looking at the portrait J\ Go on, go on ! 

TVor. Well ! his commanding officer came up 
to him— They stepp'd aside. I thought I had 
lost my man, and sorry enough I was. H^ came 
back after awhile, and took me by the hand — 
His men were not to embark for a few days, and 
he would pass them at my house. My heart 
leap'd for. joy. I bad my horses waiting; we 
mounted, and were ofF« He staid but three days 
with me at that time ; but when he came back a 
wounded officer, I had him with me for a month 
-^and he that lives with Manford for a month, 
if he has any heart, will be his friend for life. 
Now, Lady Caroline, if you dismiss him, though 
^tis a painful office, let me take it 

Z. Car. Ah, never shall you take a painful 
.office of my imposing; nor will I disguise how 
grossly I deceive myself, in thinking I ever could 
give Manford a repulse. My lord, my father, 
will you not forgive me, if I consent to see him 
onqe again ? 

L. Bur. Act for yourself, my dearest Caroline; 
but if you see him, let your interview be private. 
I dare say Miss Rivers will be good enough to 
excuse it. 
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JRm. Most readily^ my lord. 

[Ej^eunt Lord Buroille and Fanmf. 

L. Car. Go then^ and tell your friend that I 

expect him. [Ej^it Worthiman^ 

Lady Garolins. 

Now, now, my heart, support me in this trial ! 
If he comes, as I fear he does, to take his last 
farewell, it had been better to have spar'd this 
meeting, 

Makford enters. 

Man. Lady Caroline, I come to make a fair 
confession to you. According to my 3ense of 
what is honour, a breach of promise in a point 
so sacred as. that, where heaven is call'd upon to 
witness our engagements, will warrant all the 
firmest resolutions that we can take against a 
second trust Those resolutions I persisted in^ 
and thought that I was arm'd against your efforts 
to shake my constancy. I was mistaken* 

L. Car. You may redeem your error. 

Man. No, I cannot. I am no longer master of 
my heart; whilst I was in your armSj I left it 
with you. Your tears, your tenderness, your 
condescension, and great munificence to Fanny 
Rivers, are mediators not to be withstood. When 
I determin'd to reclaim my heart, I did not mean 
ever to see you more. 

L. Car. Now hear me on my part — Upon the 
first suspicion of a change in my behaviour, you 
flew off, at once, and would not hear of any ex- 
planation. The army was your refuge; there 
you gain'd the fame you sought, and, cover'd 
with the shade of your own laurels, left me pierc'd 
with thorns. Repeatedly I wrote; you never 
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open'd one of my letters, and amongst the num- 
ber you sent back This^ which, if you had perus'd, 
you would have found (if not. a full defence) at 
least a palliation of my conduct, sign'd and at* 
tested by my dying husband. Here is the paper, 
read it at your leisure ; it will unfold a system 
of deceit, practised upon me to impress my mind 
with doubts, and fabricated tales of you. 

Man. Hah, Lady Caroline, I now perceive Tve 
been the slave of blind impetuous passion, whilst 
you have been all patience and forbearance. 
What can I say, what can I do to atone? Inflict 
some penance on me, I beseech you. Punish this 
proud heart, humble it to the dust. 

L. Car. What can I do with it ? I cannot hurt 
it. That is not in my nature. Yet I will strive 
to teach it that contentment, which shall aspire 
no higher, than to live in love and harmony with 
humble me, till glory calls you from me. Then 
no showers from these fond eyes shall interpose, 
to obscure the sun-shine of your fame — My 
country shall not say — " That British matron 
" (unworthy of the name) withholds my hero*' 
— No, if you fall in arms, I can die with you. 

Man. Oh, to my heart, my soul, dearer than 
ever, thus let me hold you I Oh, my Caroline, 
my ever-lov'd lamented Caroline, you are, you 
are my wife, a soldier's wife, that loves, yet sa- 
crifices what she loves to a superior claim, the 
call of honour. Where, where is your father ? 

XorrfBuRviLLE^/tottJcrf Ay WoRTHiMAN, Fanny, 

and General Highmor£. 

Z. Bur. Here is her father, happy to embrace 
and bless you both. Freely, joyfully with my 
whole heart I give my blessing to you. Here is 
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your friend too, and his fair elect ; and last; 
though not in dignity the least, here is the brave 
Lieutenant-general, who thinks^ although you'rd 
but a wavering fellow, and don't know how to 
hold a resolution, you might have changed it, and 
had less excuse for it. 

Man. The General knows my failings ; I don't 
know his, unless, perhaps, a small propensity to 

Eull the noses of his fellow-subjects — Fanny, I 
ope I have now depriv'd you of all pretence to 
tantalize your iovcr. ^ 

Fan. Why yes, I rather think in our debatCi a 
reference to example may decide it. 

Wor. Od'slife, I'll go and get the old house 
ready. Thank the fates, the cropt mare is in the 
stable ready for me. She'll go it in no time. 

Fan. Yes, but take notice, you must not go 
and paper the brown-oak parlour. 

Wor. I won't, I won't. 

Fan. Nor daub it over with paint; mind. 

fVor. I'll be hang'd if I touch it. But I'll bar- 
gain to have myflady and Manford stuck up over 
the chimney. Then, when my friends and neigh- 
bours are about us, and you sit by me, a sweet 
ifmiling angel, I'll point up to my gallant Major, 
and cry — *' There is the man to whom I owe this 
** blessing !" — ^Then, I suppose, I may kiss you — 

[Salutes her. 

Fan. Yes, but not now. [Struggling. 

Gen. Major ! introduce your friend ! 

Man. General, this is John Worthiman, my 
friend : one of that uncorrupted class of Kentish 
yeomanry, which is at once the pride and support 
of our country. You won't like him the Icb?* for 
being my friend, nor think the worse of his ta^te 
for being this lady's admirer. 

Gen. As your friend, I doubt not but the gen- 
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tleman has singular merit, as that lady's admirer 
he has not the merit of being singular. If he 
had not saluted the lady, as he did, I should not 
have courted his acquaintance. I should have 
held him phlegmatic and cold. 

JVor. As you are neither, General, let me in* 
troduce you to the lady. 

Gen. Ahem ! [Takes out his handkerchief.^ Snuff 
IS a most uncomely and opprobrious nishion-^ 
Now, exquisite young lady, with permission-^- 
[Salutes her.] Lord Burvilie, I shall marry. It is 
conclusive. 

L. Car. That's right, uncle ! Well foot it most 
merrily on your wedding-day. 

Gen. No, there will be no footing on my wed- 
ding-day, no scraping fiddlers, and no capering 
misses. I must have time to ruminate in silence. 

Maplbtoft and Mrs. Mapx^etoft ushered in. 

Serv. Mn and Mrs. Mp^pletoft. [Exit. 

Z. Bur. Come in, come in, nly kind and wel^^ 
come guests ! This is a happy house. We are all 
married, or in the way to be married ; even the 
General is ruminating upon it. I took the liberty 
to send my coach. 'Twas infinitely kind in you 
to come upon so short a summons. 

Map. My lord, we are country folks, and don*t 
study ceremony. We respect Major Manford, 
and we love the sweet young lady he has pro<^ 
tected and been a brother to. I don't mean, my 
lord, to do a little for her and her spouse, on the 
wedding-day. Where my heart is open, I don't 
shut my hand. Worthiman is not my nephew^ 
but my wife's. I have a nephew of my own, 'tis 
true — but he's no great things — 
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TiH enters J carrying Band-boxes ^ Sgc. and dresicd 
in his driving Coat for a Joum^. . 

Tim. Yes, but be is though — and carries great 
things about biiDi whicb, methinks, you might 
have taken into the coach with you, and not 
obliged me to haul 'em through the streets to 
the amusement of the vulgar populace. You 
have tum'd me out of your house, you know^ 
and how am I to stow all these band-boxes in my 

gig? 

L. Bur. You shall not stow them in your gig, 

my good fellow, but stow them in my house, and 

yourself at my supper, with the best fare the 

house affords. There shall not be one heavy 

heart on this night, that I can lighten! 

Tim. There, there, uncle; there never was a 
man of fashion, who did not take to me as natu- 
rally as a water-spaniel does to a horse-pond. 

Z. Bur. Come, come, Mr. Mapletoft, I won't 
hear a word against your nephew. He is my 
guest, and in this house he shall eat, and drink, 
and sleep, and do as he likes. I hope, I shall 
never see a cloud upon any brow, which may be 
in my power to dispel, for the rest of my life to 
come. 

Man. That's right, my lord, that's noble. 
Timothy is a good fellow, a man of fashions, 
studies the tine arts, understands beauty, and 
^ings a good song. 

Tim. Yes, that I do. Will you hear it ? I have 
one ready ; it's a very funny one ; it will make 
you die with laughing. 

L. Bur. Save it, save it, my dear fellow, till 
after supper. Now, Manford, you are the mas- 
ter of this house. See that your friends want 
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nothing. In giving you my Caroline^ I have given 
you my all. 

Man. No, ray dear lord, I will not rob you of 
that sweet comforter, who should endear the 
coming of your days. The greater her devotion 
shall be to you, the dearer she will be to me. 
Your approbation will be her greatest grace and 
ornament. We have known sorrow: what the 
World calls pleasure, we shall not court. Those 
tender charities, those offices of friendship and 
affection, that bring contentment and a peaceful 
conscience, will be our best attainments. If we 
keep these £e<9o/Mfio;i^, we shall act our parts with- 
out reproach, and close them with applause. 
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